mad moon ocloter 8 - november 7 


The mad moon cycle is symbolic of the established power of 
the feminine. The dead draw near to the Living; a time we 
Ahow neverence for our ancesters and the dead. It is a good 
time §0% guidance and prophecy. We can Learn about the pos- 
itive side of darkness in celebrating this Hallomas, which 
the ancients dedicated to the goddess of night. She governs 
the dark of the moon, the black nights when the moon 4s hid- 
den and represents death and divination. This is the tone 
associated with witches and spirits. Halloween. It isa 
time of transition. Through the witch, ancient traditions 
sunmive, especially those relating to rites of passage - 
birth, puberty, marriage and d . Ad the cold weather 
sets in and vegetation dies, our outer directed activity 
draws to a chose and the inward begins. The seed of Lise 
aeturns to the unconscious as the nights get Longer 
moonlight increases. 
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Oct. 13 Native North Americans discovered Columbus , 1492 
24 Sun enters mu 
Feast of the spirits of the air 
26 Return to Standard Time (set cfocks back 1 hour) 
31 ALL Hallows Eve 
Witches/Wimmirs New Year 
Nov. 1 Feast of Persephone, farewell to 4 
3 Mary "Mother" Jones Harris died, 1930 
4 Festival of Hathor, Egyptian goddess o 
tivity 
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Early October in Southern Oregon allows its 
breezes and greens to turn just a little sharper. 
The ground begins to fill up with rain. The far- 
away mountains turn a little greener. 


This early October at Womanshare was hot and dry. 
It was retreat weather--meditation weather. We 
were there to meditate and learn with Ruth Dennison. 


There is always an object to focus attention on; 
which invites us to Learn of it. Feeling is how 
Learning happens. Feeling comes to us through the 
breath--through our breathing. 


We sat in meditation and focused our attention on 
one object at a time. Each focus allowed breathing. 


The top of my head felt the pressure. I moved 
attention down my body in a sweep to the feet which 
were crossed; then to my butt pressed against the 
flat pillow through which came the hardness of the 
floor. 


I became awane of my head again--this time at the 
temples. Deep pulsations brought sounds of high 
vibrations to my ears. (Was T imagining hearing 
in sikence?) 


"Listen to the silence; hold your attention there. 
Then alow the silence to become the background 
and focus your attention behind your eyes. Open 
them. Say to yoursel4: ‘seeing. this seeing.'" 


Outside the birds called to each other. Some- 
times their world was my background; sometimes I 
felt in mental correspondence with what they were 
saying. The trees and far landscape became more 
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clearly outlined against the sky. I was doing noth- 
ing else at the moment of seeing but seeing. And 
that was difficult. I was working against gravity. 


We arose at 5:30 a.m. to the sound of the bell 
ringer's bell. In the dark, each made her way to 
the main house and to the meditation hall. The 
mornings freshened with light as the meditation 
deepened. Concentration became less difficult to 
notice. Thoughts made sitting more difficult. 


As the periods of restlessness deepened, Ruth 
would arrive--making her way between our places; 
reminding us of her own concentration by the sweet 
fragrance of her presence and the coolness when she 
passed. Once again: focus on breathing. Allow 
the morning to be the world--just for this moment-- 
that is enough. 


After 30 minutes of sitting, we went outside for 
exercise. There were balance exercises; exercises 
to help with concentration: "Lift, carry, place"-- 
as we put our feet against stoney paths. Feelings 
of walking came to us. We were in the open air--we 
saw life around us in many forms. Each movement 
was an object of attention. 


We worked every day for 3 days--mostly carrying 
and stacking wood to store for the winter frost. 
Forming a line from the newly-cut wood to the truck, 
each of us was a loading machine: Turn, lift, turn, 
give; turn (swivel), lift, turn, give. 


Sometimes my energy would leap to the back of my 
neck--1st, 2nd vertebrae. Warmth spread upward. 
How hard the fibres feel. Then,across my shoul- 


ders to tingle in my hands. My hands would seem 
to swell and disappear. I would think: "my hands 
collect energy;" then hear myself thinking; switch 
to observation of my diaphragm and the sensation 
of breathing. 


"Go to the tip of your nose, then to the space 
between nose and Lips, then Lips. Part them a 
Little and notice how they feel to touch each 
other--the crack between. Now the chin. Is tight- 
ness there? Go to the throat--the base of it. 

Feel if you are holding tension there. Feel the 

Langeness of your Lungs inside the chest cavity. 

On the Left side of your chest there is room for 

ia heart. Feel what happens when you feek that 
eant." 


Meditation in the afternoon; exercise; lunch; 
rest; work; supper; meditation; exercise; more sit- 


ting; dharma talk. The dharma is the path to en- 
lightenment. 


On Saturday evening, Ruth talked of India--the 
Himalayas and the places she had been. She said 
good-bye to us in a celebration of Metta--joyous 
love. 


It was a time with many happy moments. Our aware- 
ness of nature was deepened. The full moon bathed 
us as we walked: "Lift, carry, place"--and with 
each step exchanged energy with the earth. We were 
guided to rise above conditioning in all its forms. 


The paths which each of us left Womanshare to re- 
join seemed much brighter because of the restful 
time we'd had there with Ruth and with each other. © 


Brenda Crider 
Berkeley, California 


out of the corner of your eye 


i am a dark line moving 


i move slowly into myself 
attach to dark places 


and stay longer than necessary 


under the leaf i will sit for days 
pondering the meaning of green 


unheard from my deep 
is the clear sound’ of one bell 


whenever i pull myself into the wet center 
i can hear it ringing 


my speech is thin and lunar 


of appearance and disappearance 
i could write holy books rimmed in gold 


but you would never believe me 


when i move behind my moon 
my sweet and constant umbrella 


nothing will be visible to you 
but the rain 


you believe my voice is small 
and dissolute 


but you will never master me 


always when your grand theorists 
set up prisons to catch me in 


i simply very carefully 
as if nothing depended on it 


walk around them 
a small beast leaving a thin wet trail 


carrying my home and my history 
moon-rimmed i gather myself 


into a future only the moon knows 


martha courtot 
santa rosa, californié 


Oven "Hay FIELD 
While the night is still young in diamonds 
wind howls like a cat past my chilled ears. 
As the sky shapes itself, stars stream over the earth. 


Standing deep in an open hay field, 
tears stream down my face. 


In my somber flesh and skin-I am 
what I am and I fear not what's in me. 


While the night is still young in diamonds, 
listen to me: 


Living is not for the other side of life 
because one don't know how they will end. 


I ask for respect as you turn the other way; 
my body quivers to be held. 


Wild...the night is still young in demons. 
I'm not ready to die yet. 


Jeanette Spencer 
Portland, Oregon 


Food for Thought 


Food First: Beyond the Myth of Scarcity, by Frances 
Moore Lappé et al. (Ballantine Books, 1978). 


Frances Moore Lappé I thank you. You have taken a 
problem so enormous I could hardly look at it, and 
made it comprehensible. You have made me very angry. 
Very hopeful. And very radical. I want to rush out 
and buttonhole every woman I meet, exclaiming "Did 
you know that there is enough food being produced 
now to feed everyone - two pounds of grain alone, 
per person per day? That up to 65% of fruit and 
vegetable production in Central America is simply 
dumped, while the natives starve? That all our 
present attempts to feed the hungry only reinforce 
the very structures that caused the problem?" 


Please note, none of these exclamations are in the 
book itself. The emotions are mine. Frances Lapp 
simply presents the facts and lets them speak for 
themselves. I was almost shocked the first time she 
was even mildly ironic, but her quietly damning 
descriptions are unforgettable. Page 294: "Another 
'know-how' that agribusiness is eager to bring to 
underdeveloped countries is the production of 'orn- 
amental crops' - the academic name for cut flowers 
and foliage. If the local peasants cannot afford 
chicken or eggs, perhaps they can brighten their 
shacks with cut flowers." 


Lappé's overwhelming indictment of agribiz left me 
in tears of outrage and sorrow. She names names, 
gives dates and figures. The Nestlé formula scandal. 
The "Fanta babies" of Zambia. The Soviet grain deal. 
Oil prices. Amazon forests bulldozed and burned. 
Workers poisoned by chemicals directed against non- 
injurious "pests." Many chapters end with quotations 
from prominent people that blatantly contradict 
what Lappé has just explained. Again, she does not 
comment. She doesn't have to. 


Still, I found learning all the awful things are 
true somehow freeing. Now we can go on, from a 
basis of accurate information, not fear, guilt, and 
and lies. The situation is not hopeless. Once we 
understand the root causes of hunger, we can begin 
to transform the conditions creating them. 


One of the things that particularly struck me was 
the book's organic structure and clarity. At the 
end of 500 pages of factual material, I felt I had 
a clear over-view, could discuss the book intelli- 
gently, and even remember a surprising number of 
details, because they are part of a meaningful 
pattern. This emphasis on process seems to me 
deeply feminist. By presenting ideas through a: 
logical sequence of questions and answers, Lappé 
shares with us the growth of her own awareness. 


Like most of us, Frances Lappé had seen the world 
divided into two opposed camps: the haves and the 
have-nots. "But I learned that my picture was quite 
false. My 'two separate worlds' were really just 
different sides of the same coin. One side was on 
top largely because the other side was on the bot- 
tom." Gradually, she learned that the cause of 
world hunger is not: over-population, drought, back- 
wardness, lack of foreign investment, or insuffic- 
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jent aid; but “the relationships of people to each 
other" (p. 39). If hunger is to be eliminated, "then 
all social relationships must be reconstructed" (p.474 


(p. 474). 


This sounds revolutionary, and it is. But I found it 
hard not to feel revolutionary after learning that 
"hunger exists in the face of abundancy" (p. 13). 
Even Bangladesh grows enough to feed all its people. 


So what happens to all that food? Why isn't it 
reaching those who need it? Because it is either 
used poorly, or not used at all. One third of all 
grain goes to feed livestock, as does a quarter of 
the world's fish catch. Low-cost nutritious foods 
are turned into nutritionally inferior "luxuries." 
Potatoes at 9¢ a pound become chips at $2.10. Corn 
(which combined with a legume has been used for 
centuries as an excellent source of protein) is 
processed into a sweetener for soft drinks and 
"cnack" foods. Vast quantities of food are simply 
dumped, in order to keep prices, and profits, up. 
And this is the model the United States has export- 
ed, all too successfully, to the "underdeveloped" - 
countries. It hasn't worked here: 20 million Ameri- 
cans are undernourished, and the distribution of 
income is roughly equivalent to that in India. It 
doesn't work for anyone else either. 


As Lappé shows “it is a single system, supported by 
governments. corporations, and landed elites, that 
is undermining food security both here and abroad 
(p. 8). This system began with colonialism, which 
destroyed traditional diversified patterns of agri- 
culture and replaced them with monoculture "cash 
crops," often a luxury or non-food product like 
coffee or rubber. We've been taught that vast tracts 
of the world are “banana republics," somehow, des- 
tined by nature to grow just one item. Lappe quiet- 
ly points out that the first banana didn't arrive 
in the U.S. until 1866. Suddenly I wondered, "But 
what did they grow before?" Exactly. 


"But isn't colonialism dead now?" asks Lappé's 
fictitious interlocutor, whose questions through- 
out the book reflect the reasonable, intelligent, 
concerned person we all feel ourselves. No, because 
its effects, and the structures it imposed, still 
live on. That is why all our attempts to help - 
through birth control, pesticides, the green revo- 
jution, mechanization, and aid programmes - only 
make things worse. Before any of these measures can 
benefit those who need them most, societies must 
become truly democratic. The primary revolution is 
not a green one. 


Now, I know I'm politically naive, but I suspect 
I'm not the only person who still reacts instinct- 
ively, and negatively, to, the labels "communist" or 
"socialist." France Lappé does not wave a banner in 
my face and shout "kill the capitalist pigs:" In 
fact, you won't even find the words communism or 
socialism listed in the index. What she does do, in 
her quietly effective way, is to offer, throughout 
the book, positive descriptions of what is now be- 
ing done to eliminate hunger and give everyone 
enough to eat. And it just so happens that China, 
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and to a lesser degree Cuba and Viet Nam, are the 
countries which offer the best models of food self- 
sufficiency and come closest to the goal of meeting 
basic food needs locally. For me, a giant "click." 

to admit that our own economic system is 
“built on the vulnerabilites of the human person- 
ality, not its strengths" (p.503). Lappé invites us 
to consider instead "What kind of structures of 
human organization can we help create that will 
elicit our best, not our worst, qualities? What 
kind of structures allow an individual's natural 
self-interest to contribute to the community's 
progress?" (p. 503). 


To me, Lappé's vision suggests a women's culture 
based on values I see as feminist: a holistic, eco- 
logical approach, awareness that the personal is 
political, shared power and cooperative endeavour, 
an evolving process, respect for diversity. 


Food First is feminist, crucial, and radical in the 


purest sense of the word. Please read it. Cc 


Caroline Overman age 34 
Rootworks 
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Old Scarecrow, bone-dancer, 
skinny stick-lady built 
to frighten birds and other beauties; 


ancient Nightmare, a fast walker 
into darkness, dragging you along, will or nil, 
screaming in your nightie; 


or aged Shakejoint, the bad omen, 
homely as a sty, 
trembling with the gout; 


one of these three gray women 
borrowed my eye, 
pried open my fingers, snatched it out. 


It rests on that strange forehead now, 
leaving me in a blur. 
A simple, green-framed, glassy eye, 


but its snapping, all in a second, how 
it unhinged the world! 
The vague earth and the vague sky 


are equally far away; 
nobody has a face. 
I'll venture names, addresses, secrets of any men 


or nymphs I know, on any given day, 
to anyone who'll restore the grace 
of beauty clear and whole again. 


Susan Irene Rea 
Phoenixville, Penn. 


When the branches turn into faces 
and are saying something to the wind 


I know it is time. 


Down in the street 
a dog is barking, 


the bonging of the courthouse clock 
shivers the air. It is time 


for her to ride by 
with a cloud shaw] 


trailing her long black hair 


like thunder. 


The light around the rim 
of the moon tells me 


she is there, the humming 
of night. Leaf words spell 


what she would say: 


where the north wind lives, 


how rocks and trees 
are made of stars, how 
we are like that. 


Barbara Angell 
Cleveland, Ohio 


YN SUYWT Narre 


the moon drew me a picture 
with a pen of melted stars 
and hung it in my window, 
taped it to the bars. 

it danced so in the darkness 
in its purple-shadowed frame 
the picture was a woman 

who seemed to call my name 


slender sunbrowned maiden's arms 
hair of ripened wheat 

cape of silver spiders webs 
wild roses at her feet 

earth strong woman's thighs 
ripened breasts of honeyed milk 
and sky-blue eyes 


the moonlight held me gently 
with arms of velvet white 

and drew me through my window 
out into the night 

we danced across the meadow 

to the shadowed flutes of trees 
the music of a woman 

written in the breeze 


a melody of tenderness 

a mother's lullaby 

the passion of a lover's tune 
a silver note on high 

earth strong woman's song 
mother goddess voice of love 
took me along 


the moon drew me a picture 

with a pen of melted stars 

i hung it in my window 

and threw away the bars 

i dance now in the darkness 
in a lavender flame 

to the song of a woman 

who has given me my name 


the moon drew me a picture 


Nancy Wilkinson 
State College, Pa. 
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The Gods and Goddesses of Old Europe 7000-3500 B.C. 
by Marija Gimbutas, University of talifarnta Press, 
1974, hardback, $20 

I imagine that many WomanSpirit readers are 
already familiar with this book. Those who are not, 
should be. It is not a new work, but it is a valu- 
able and wonderful one. Those who are interested 
either in archeology or in the more general back- 
ground of the (non-patriarchal) Neolithic European 
culture will find this book fascinating and indis- 
pensable. 


Gimbutas sheds new light on the prehistory of 
Goddess-worship in Europe and its indigenous origins. 
Far from being an off-shoot of Near Eastern religion 
such as that at Catal Huyuk, European Goddess-worshio 
goes back to the early Stone Age. The book is lav- 
ish with art supporting Gimbuta's thesis: photo- 
graphs and drawings of shrines, plates, bowls, cups, 
and figurines of goddesses and animals. 


The various figures of the Old European pantheon-- 
the Bird and Snake Goddess, the Goddess of Resener- 
ation, and the Vegetation Goddess, for example, 
emerge as aspects and semi-autonomous variations of 
the Great Goddess ruling over transformation and 
regeneration. The Great Goddess brings life out of 
death with her lunar symbols, representations of 
change. She is not merely the embodiment of the 
earth, as she is for the later Indo-Europeans; she 
is the primary deity, the supreme creator. 


The Snake and Bird Goddesses, sometimes shown 
separately, sometimes as the same deity, create the 
world and the universe and nourish it. Rain is 
under the province of this goddess, as are all the 
waters of the earth, the life-giving and life- 
sustaining elements. 


The Goddess of Vegetation becomes increasingly 
important with the growth of agriculture, although 
I doubt that she was a new deity as Gimbutas implies; 
vegetation and the changing seasons were important 
in Paleolithic as well as Neolithic times, but 
Gimbutas does point out that "almost all Neolithic 
goddesses are composite images with an accumulation 
of traits from the pre-agricultural and agricultural 
eras" (p.237). 


The role of the male is important, although it 
does not overshadow the female's. In fact, the 
combining of male and female aspects in a single 
figurine is a common ancient tradition which seems 
to indicate the inclusion of the male within the 
dominant female form. Gimbutas' work here is bril- 
liant; she weaves together the strands of evidence 
from preliterate societies to show that "the pantheon 
reflects a society dominated by the mother" (p. 237), 
but one in which the full creativity of both sexes 
was valued. 


Similarly, images of life and death were inter- 
woven. If Gimbutas is right, duality in the exclu- 
sive sense that we know it today would not have 
been a feature of prehistoric European life. Twin 
symbols--twin crescent moons, twin eggs, twin does-- 
‘ do not represent irreconcilable opposites, but rather 
the magic of pairs. 
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The entire book is a rich mixture of well- 
researched insights supported by mythological and 
artistic perceptions. Gimbutas' attempt to trace 
the complex and ancient roots of European mythology 
is admirable. She follows the survival of some of 
these early aspects of deity through patriarchal 
invasions and their transformation into the Classical 
soddesses with whom we are familiar, but their ori- 
gins are old and awesome. 


Artemis and Hekate are prime examples: their 
names are non-Indo-European in origin. Aspects of 
the Great Goddess, linked with the cycles of the 
moon, they may appear as separate goddesses or as a 
unity. Artemis is brilliant, wild, pure, a mistress 
of nature who is youthful, beautiful, and strange. 
She watches over the birth of wild creatures--and 
also their death. Hekate is the Queen of Ghosts. 
Primarily linked with death, she is also, like 
Artemis, connected with its "opposite"--birth and 
fertility. The Great Goddess is mistress of both 
life and death. As Gimbutas points out. she is 
worshipped in village communities today, with many 
of her old attributes, as the Virgin Mary. 


CGimbutas also discusses the importance of masks 
and costumes in ancient religious life, emphasizing 
the theatrical participation of the worshippers. 

This is a tradition which continues into Classical 
times in Greece and Italy. Masks in and of them- 
selves could be receptacles for divine forces, and 
their use eventually led to their appearance on the 
stage, and the beginning of modern tragedy and comedy. 


Thus the non-patriarchal legacy of Old Europe 
did not die, although the “earliest European civi- 
lization was savagely destroyed by the patriarchal 
element" (p. 238). It lived on for awhile in Minoan 
Crete, and afterwards in a cultural substratum that 
allowed vestiges and elements to become part of our 
heritage today. This book is of great value for 
those who are trying to research the foundations of 
that heritage. C 


Noel-Anne Brennan 
Peacedale, Rhode Island 
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&diccan l ltars 


The significance of the altar varies greatly from 
religion to religion. In some, it symbolizes the 
center of the universe, "the naval of the Earth" 
where life originated. In many it is a place of 
sacrifice, bloody or mild. In Vedic India it is a 
microcosm or blueprint of the cosmos, and those who 
build the altar are reenacting the Creation. In most, 
it is a sacred rendevous where the paths of humanity 
and the gods may cross. 


The earliest altars were very simple; indeed, even 
today some faiths have no more altar than a trench 
in which the sacrifice is burned, or the river in 

which it is thrown. With the passage of millenia, 

however, almost every substance and shape were em- 
ployed in one culture or another. 


Materials included stone and oak, bronze and silver; 
they ranged from Egyptian alabaster to Byzantine 
gold to Teutonic iron. They might be shaped as broad 
steps and terraces, as the Altar of Heaven from Ming 
China; pillars, cubes, discs and cylinders of stone; 
a throne on a stele, as in Bali; or even a bird with 
spread wings, as in India. 


The roots of Wicca are deep in prehistory, in the 
ages before elaborate and costly altars existed. 
Wicca is an “earth religion" in which both female 
and male principles are revered, as symbolized by 
the Triple Goddess and the Horned God. In some tra- 
ditions the Goddess is pre-eminent. Its rituals and 
festivals are closely tied to the lunar calendar 
and the cycle of the seasons. 


In the beginning, Wiccans probably had no altars at 
all. Tribes or clans would gather to celebrate the 
Mysteries in natural sites which gradually came to 
be regarded as sacred. These were caves and ancient 
groves, rock formations and flowing waters, mount- 
ain springs and waterfalls. Later, crossroads were 
added to the list -- especially places where three 
roads converged. To this day, Wiccans prefer to 
worship in unspoiled natural settings. 


Eventually simple altars were constructed -- a pile 
of stones, a flat rock, a mound of beaten earth -- 
the most pragmatic of reasons: the priestesses needed 
a place to set their magickal tools. Even now, Lady 
Sheba, a modern witch, defines altar simply as "any 
consecrated place or thing used to hold the ritual 
instruments used in the Magick Circle.” 


The first simple tools might simply have been a 
knife and bowl, later perhaps a wand and a cup. We 
may never know: our origins are shrouded by untold 
centuries. Today, though, a Wiccan altar may hold 

a rich variety of tools and symbols: Lamps of Art, 
Athamé and Bolline, Cord and Stang, Pentacle and Cup, 
Wand and Censer, Book of Shadows. 


Or in translation:candlesticks, black- and white- 
handled ritual knives, measuring cord/belt and forked 
stick, disc incised with pentagram and a goblet, wand 
and incense burner or brazier, and ritual-diary-cum- 
recipe-book. 


This is not to mention herbs and oi1s, pen and ink, 
and other items which vary according to the work be- 
ing done. And of course every object has a function 
as tool or symbol...but before discussing some of 
these let us look at some of the uses of the modern 
Wiccan altar as it has evolved. 


A. Still and always, it is a workplace for magick 
and ritual. Wicca is called "The Craft" for good 
reason: skilled work with spiritual and psychic 


energies are a vital part of the religion, and 
material tools and substances can often help di- 
rect these energies. The altar, then, is the work- 
bench of the priestess. 


B. The altar can be the material focal point of a 
Circle, a boundary marker between our everyday 
world and the realms beyond, a sacred space that 
exists in both universes at once and allows com- 
munication between them. 


C. When decorated with love and care, the altar is a 
little oasis of beauty, reflecting the greater 
beauty and grandeur of the natural world beyond 
the cities. As such, it refreshes our spirits and 
keeps us mindful of our roots. 


D. Arrayed with symbolic objects, the altar provides 
an environment conducive to contemplation, medi- 
tation or prayer. It is a good place for an indi- 
vidual who wants to so some quiet centering and 
grounding, or work out a thorny problem. Self- ~ 
renewal can occur there. 


E. The altar is a talisman for the whole coven, a 
reservoir charged with all the love and shared 
energy and good memories from Circles in years 
past. To simply look upon it is to evoke some of 
that power. 


The altar itself can be a big rock or a creation of 
carved rare woods inlaid with semiprecious gemstones 
--or anything in between. Z. Budapest of Feminist 
Wicca recommends simply a table with a clean white 
cloth for indoor rituals, and a pile of rocks gather- 
er by participants for outdoor rituals. For your per- 
sonal use at home, it is a good investment of psychic 
energy to either build your own or to shop for, say, 
a small antique table with graceful lines and inter- 
esting carvings. 


As far as your choice of tools and symbols, and their 
arrangement on the altar, these matters are rather 
flexible. If there were ever any protocols or trad- 
itions along these lines, they were obscured or par- 
tially lost during the Burning Times. However, the 
accompanying diagrams will give you an idea of what. 
some present-day covens do, and there may well be a 
thread of genuine tradition in these practices. 


The symbolism of the directions and the elements is 
important to most Wiccans. Some place the altar in 
the North part of the Circle, others in the East. 
Almost all have at least four related objects on the 
altar, for the cardinal points and their attributes. 
The following list is condensed, with appreciation, 
from The Spiral Dance by Starhawk. 


1. The EAST corresponds to the element air, and to 
mind, dawn, spring, the eagle and other birds, 
and the power to know. Its symbol is the athame, 
or ritual sword (or sometimes an incense burner 
is used). 


2. The SOUTH corresponds to fire, energy, noon, sum- 
mer, the lion, and the will. Its symbolic tool is 
the wand (or some groups substitute a candle or 
candle lamp). 


3. The WEST corresponds to water, emotions, twilight, 
autumn, fish and dolphins, and daring. Its sym- 
bol is the cup or chalice. 


4. The NORTH corresponds to earth, body, midnight, 
winter, the dark goddess or a black bull, and 
silence. Its symbol is the pentacle (or sometimes 
a stone, or a container of salt). 


5. The CENTER represents transformation, spirit, 
essence, and the power to move, change and trans- 
form. Its symbolic tool is a cauldron or bowl 
with a fire in it. 

continued 9g 


continued 

Once you have established or created an arrangement 
that feels right for your personal altar, it is ad- 
visable to keep it basically the same each time you 
celebrate new or full moon or practice magick. In 
time, the act of setting up the altar in its accus- 
tomed style will be a helpful centering and focussing 
exercise for you; by the time all is prepared you 
will be mentally and emotionally ready as well. 


Which tools or objects you use to represent the four 
elements may depend on your coven training, or on 
your individual preference if you are practicing sol- 
itary. If you are intrigued by the Tarot, for example, 
using the Wand, Cup, Pentacle and Sword (or athame, 
which is easier to make or obtain) may appeal to you. 
On the other hand, incense may seem a more logical 

air symbol to you than a knife or sword, and a candle 
could represent fire more appropriately than a wand. 


If all this seems overly technical to you -- well, 
alright. The first magick happened outdoors, where 
witches with wind-tangled hair danced about a fire 

at lakeside, their bare feet pounding and caressing 
the rich earth in the moonlight. They had the reality, 
and no need for symbols. 


So if you walk away from your fancy indoor altar 
when the moon is next full, and gather at the beach 
with a few sisters, and dance to the music of the 
surf -- certainly no one in the Craft will lift an 
eyebrow. And your altar then will be the rock where 
you leave a bottle of wine for later, and your 
folded clothes. 4 hier 


. Evanston, Illinois 
IP ersonal 
Shrines for 
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A shrine is a special place, set up with symbols of 
that which is sacred to us...a place for quiet medi- 
tation or prayer. Or, it can be a spot "hallowed bv 
its associations," a place remembered because some 
event meaningful to our lives occurred there. 


In the latter case, the site of Eleusis where the 
mysteries of Demeter were celebrated would be an ex- 
ample. Or closer to home, the birthplace of Susan 8. 
Anthony -- or the grave of a pioneer woman in some 
tiny abandoned burial ground in Montana. Or, a place 
hallowed for an individual because it was the site 

of some profound change in her life -- where she 

gave birth to her child, or founded a national organi- 


zation, or made an important decision about her future. 


Thus a shrine can be significant to women everywhere, 
or it can be a small, personal, private project be- 
longing to one woman and expressing or evoking what 
is ultimately important to her. 


Recently our Women's Rites study group decided to 
create small personal shrines during one of our even- 
ing meetinas, and we would like to share this acti- 
vity with other groups who may wish to try it. 


Each woman brought materials and we pooled them: 
fabric scraps, both simple cottons and rich velvets 
and brocades; fur; seeds and nuts; tiny birthday 
candles; semi-precious beads and stones; small, 

round mirrors; driftwood; little bells; yarn and rib- 
bon; and small fired-clay goddess statuettes given 

to us by one of our members. Then of course there 

was alue and scissors, staples and tape. 
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With very little introduction, we plunged into work. 
Although each woman clearly had an idea of what felt 
right to her, we did not hesitate to share ideas as 

well. So the final products reflected that blend of 

individual creativity and cooperative endeavor whicn 
is special to sisterhoods of strong women. 


The shrines we built looked like the inner chambers 
in the temples of goddesses, or the palaces of myth- 
ological queens, with fur-covered diases, “magick 
mirrors," fire-pits, candles and even a showstone or 
"crystal ball." I will attempt to describe them: 


1. A tiny goddess or oracle reclines between candles 
on a star-strewn field, her "showstone" between 
her hands as she contemplates far visions. A 
magick mirror stands on a short pedestal to the 
rear. 

2. Fur, feathers, shells, zebra-striped fabric and 
black velvet suggest the rich and diverse aspects 
of the Goddess. A circular mirror hangs moonlike 

on the velvet. 

3. Silken hangings of scarlet and sable paisley frame 
this shrine. What looks like sheaves of wheat 
curving around the central mirror are the flowers 
and tassels of weeds. Semi-precious gems and cand- 
les add the final touch. 

4. A small goddess, her hair coiffed in the ancient 
acorn style, sits quiet under a plant. Her back 
rests against driftwood, upon which an oak leaf 
lies. Perhaps she is a dryad or a forest deva. 


5. Another tiny clay goddess gazes intently into the 
glowing heart of her showstone. She sits ona 
triple layer of rugs. each of a different color 
and texture. 


Three of our members wanted something still] more 
personal; their "shrines" eyolyed through a mysteri- 
ous sea-change to become amulets or talismans, occult 
jewelry of mirrors, fur and feathers -- a kind of 
shrine that travels with the woman who creates it. 


When all were done, the group began an indoor pil- 
grimage, touring each shrine and hearing its creator 
talk about its significance for her, and how she 
felt about making it. Ritual music and incense would 
have been appropriate at this point, though it did 
not occur to us at the time. 


In the process, we not only had fun but learned 
something about ourselves and our sisters...we con- 


.sidered and expressed what and who the Goddess is to 


us. To give but one example of an idea which emerged: 
almost all of us incorporated mirrors into our shrines, 
clearly reflecting our common feeling that the Goddess 
is within us -- that to see Her face we have only to 
look in a mirror, or at the faces of women anywhere. 


I have no doubt that the experience will be different 
from woman to woman and from group to group in excit- 
ing ways, and show our shared heritage and womanhood 
in others. Please try it -- She who is the inspiration 
of all crafts-women will be there in your circle. ‘G 


Blessed Be, 
Amber 
Evanston, I]linois 


Amber is a priestess of Wicca, and an initiate of the 
Temple of the Pagan Way. The group which created 
shrines together was "Women's Rites II," convened and 
re by priestess and religious historian Phyllis 
Wilson. 


A Religion for Werner: 


aresponse f, rosemary ruether 


After defending the "prophetic-messianic" tradition 
of the Bible, Rosemary Ruether proceeds in her article 
"A Religion for Women," to criticize "feminist Wicca" 
as described by Naomi Goldenberg in Changing of the 
Gods as an inadequate source for feminist theology. 
Though Ruether limits her critique to feminist Wicca 
(and in this section of her article mentions only 
Goldenberg, Z. Budapest and "others" as advocates of 
the position she rejects,) her comments have been 
taken as an indictment of feminist Goddess religion 
generally. Ruether's rejection of feminist Wicca is 
based on three objections: 1) that ancient Goddess 
religion was invented by men to celebrate male power; 
2) that feminist Goddess religion imports 19th cen- 
tury romantic dualism into ancient patterns; and 3) 
that men do not have an adequate role in feminist 
Wicca. I will respond to each of these objections 
from the perspective of the wider feminist Goddess 
movement, rather than feminist Wicca specifically. 


Ruether alleges that "the cult sic of the Goddess 
and the King was not in fact shaped by women for 
women's liberation. It was shaped by men to make 
themselves kings of the world." The correct inter- 
pretation of the roles of women and men in the vari- 
ous religions in which Goddesses were worshipped is 
not as clear as Ruether's statement implies. Much 
of the evidence concerning ancient Goddess religions 
has been lost through neglect or destroyed by super- 
ceding groups (adherents of Biblical monotheism have 
been particularly vicious in destroying evidence for 
polytheistic religions in which Goddesses were wor- 
shipped). What evidence rémains has been interpreted 
through the lens of patriarchal scholarship in which 
evidence of female power is often misinterpreted, 
ignored, or trivialized. For example, Goddess re- 
ligions may be called "cults," Goddess images may 
be called "idols" or "fetishes," and female leader- 
ship may be ignored. Finally, much of the evidence 
which suggests that women may once have had a great 
deal of autonomy in religion comes from the period 
of prehistory, before written records. Evidence 
from prehistory is more difficult to interpret than 
evidence from historical periods, and thereby more 
subject to distortion by the biases of the inter- 
preter than evidence from historical periods where 
written records are available. 


Like many male scholars who dismiss the possibil- 
‘ity that women may have had more prominent religious 
roles in pre- or non-Biblical religions, Rosemary 
Ruether apparently assumes that "history begins at 
Sumer" (the title of a book by Samuel N. Kramer) in 
about 3500 B.C. If evidence from 3500 B.C. and later 
is all that is considered, then Ruether's conclusion 
that Goddess religions were shaped by men to assure 
male dominance may be correct. Even in periods after 
3500 B.C., however, evidence exists that women had 
greatér autonomy in matrilineal polytheistic Goddess 
worshipping cultures--for example, the ability to 
buy, sell, and manage property in their own names, 
greater sexual freedom, and leadership roles in re- 
ligion--than they did in the later patrilineal mono- 
theistic God cultures of the Hebrews and Christians, 
as the work of Merlin Stone has shown. It surprises 
me that Ruether does not even mention this evidence 
in her cavalier dismissal of Goddess religion. 
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More significant, however, is Ruether's failure to 
consider evidence of earlier Goddess cultures. Goddess 
religion did not begin at Sumer. Goddess images have 
been dated as early as 25,000 or even 60,000 B.C. 
Considerable evidence exists to suggest that Goddess 
religion flowered in early agricultural (or as I will 
call them following Autumn Stanley "horticultural") 
societies, which developed at the end of the last ice 
age in the period which scholars call Neolithic. 
These societies existed several thousand years before 
Sumer. 


It is the hypothesis of many feminist (and some 
other) scholars that the religion of the Goddess and 
the King was preceded by millenia of Goddess religion 
in which Goddesses were not subordinate to Gods and 
women had a great deal of social and religious power. 
In a paper presented to the 1980 meetings of the 
National Women's Studies Association, Autumn Stanley 
argued that women had a great deal of power in "hor- 
ticultural" societies, that is, early agricultural 
societies which did not have the animal drawn plough. 
She argued that in the horticultural period, agri- 
culture was controlled by women in many societies, 
that women shared control of it with men in others, 
while in only a_ few societies was it controlled by 
men. (This ratio shifts in favor of men in agricul- 
tural societies with the animal drawn plough, the 
societies to which scholars refer when they claim 
that men control or have always controlled agricul- 
ture.) Based on the assumption that the worker in- 
vents the tools, Stanley hypothesized that women in 
the horticultural period were responsible for numer- 
ous inventions including the domestication of plants 
and selective breeding and propagation techniques; 
the development of cultivating tools, including the 
hoe, spade/shovel, and early plough; the creation of 
improved food gathering tools, including basketry, 
improved food processing techniques (cooking) and 
improved food storage techniques; the invention of 
fiber processing techniques; the development of 
early irrigation methods; and the domestication of 
animals. She hypothesized that women's power was 
gradually eroded in developed agricultural societies 
where a number of factors, including women's pregnan- 
cies and more frequent involvement in the care of 
young children, made them increasingly dependent on 
men at the same time that men's control of the ani- 
mal drawn plough gave them greater social power. 


It seems likely to me that in the horticultural 
period Goddesses as a symbol of female fertility and 
female control of horticulture and the many cultural 
inventions associated with it, were not subordinated 
to Gods in Mediterranean cultures, for example, in 
Greece, and that Goddess worship was not initially 
"shaped by men to make themselves kings of the world." 
Indeed it is highly unlikely that kingship even exist- 
ed in horticultural societies. 


Anne Barstow's interpretation of Catal Huyuk (pub- 
lished in Feminist Studies 4/3), a Neolithic society 
which existed in Anatolia (now Turkey) in 6500 to 
5700 B.C. provides compelling confirmation of Stanley's 
view and disconfirmation of Ruether's interpretation 
of Goddess religion. Interpreting the archaeological 
finds of James Mellaart, Barstow finds "no evidence 
for either centralized power or for an antinature, 
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antiwoman mentality." (p 11) Instead she finds a town 
of possibly 6000 persons, containing hundreds of 
shrines and the earliest wall paintings, the earliest 
textiles, and the earliest pottery yet found...... 
shrines dominated by bulls' horns representing the 
god, by scenes of hunting celebrations, and by the 
goddess represented anthromorphically in plaster re- 
lief and in clay or stone cult sic statues." (p 8) 
With Mellaart, Barstow concludes that in Catal Huyuk, 
the family centered around the woman, was matrilocal 
and probably matrilineal... and that women exercised 
certain kinds of power at Catal Huyuk, because its 
chief source of wealth was agriculture and women were 
in charge of its development. They controlled the © 
home and the economy, and eventually they molded the 
religion.... which was a celebration of fecundity 
and rebirth, and of the beauty and strength of tex- 
tiles, animals, and women." (p 15, my emphasis) If 
Barstow is correct, then the religion at Catal Huyuk 
was a far cry from Ruether's depiction of the relig- 
ion of the Goddess and the King. 


As stated earlier, the correct interpretation of 
Goddess religions is by no means settled. It will 
probably be decades before a sufficient number of 
- scholars free of patriarchal and/or Biblical biases 
and also trained in archaeology and ancient languages 
can do the kind of primary research which needs to 
be done to resolve these questions. In the meantime, 
it might be wise not to conclude prematurely that 
Goddess religion has always and everywhere supported 
male dominance. 


Whatever the historical evidence may turn out to 
reveal, contemporary feminist Wicca, which is but 
one branch of a much larger feminist Goddess move- 
ment, is not a simple revival of the religion of the 
Goddess and the King. Whatever its adherents and 
practitioners say (and most would not quarrel with 
what I will say here) feminist Goddess worship is a 
modern syncretistic religion which is made up of ele- 
ments of pre-Christian Goddess religions, European 
folk religion (which in some cases may have been 
passed down through secret or family traditions), 
and contemporary women's experience, all filtered 
through the lens of feminism. 


Like Rosemary Ruether, I "am not opposed to the 
adoption of images from Goddess religion as a valid 
source of spirituality." (her words) But while Rue- 
ther seems uneasy about this development, I am ex- 
cited about it. Like many contemporary women, I have 
become deeply sensitive to the psychic damage done 
to women by the male God imagery of the Biblical tra- 
ditions. When I first said the word "Goddess," I ex- 
perienced my own being in the image of God(dess) in 
a new way. The word "Goddess" was for me an important 
affirmation of the legitimacy and beneficence of fe- 
male power, of the goodness and beauty of women's 
bodies and their connection to nature, of the valid- 
ity of the female will, and of the importance of 
female/female bonds, as I have discussed in "Why 
Women Need the Goddess." Like Rosemary Ruether, I am 
willing to acknowledge that Goddess symbolism comes 
to me but not necessarily to other feminists) 
through the lens of my own Christian background and 
through Tillich's symbol of the Ground of Being. 


But to be completely honest, I must also acknow- 
ledge that for me the symbol of Goddess is much dif- 
ferent than anything I ever found in the Christian 
tradition. My own relationship to Yahweh was a dyn- 
amic one filled with the Biblical symbolism of 
chosenness, demand, judgment, rejection, and ulti- 
mate acceptance. Like Ruether, I was particularly 
‘moved by the prophet's concern for social justice 
and harmony with nature. For me the Biblical God was 
"beyond sexuality" as theological tradition asserts, 
but "He" retained a certain aura of masculine pres- 
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ence and authority. It wasn't until I said "Goddess" 
that I realized how significant that remaining aura 
of masculinity was in my image of God. Not until I 
said "Goddess" did I realize that I had never felt 
fully included as a woman in masculine or neuterized 
imagery for divinity. 


Moreover, I found in Goddess religion an image 
which affirmed my own experience of the holiness of 
nature as a significant element in the divine reality. 
I do not view Goddess' (or my own) relation to nature 
through the lens of "nature-culture dualism of nine- 
teenth century romanticism" as Ruether says is the 
case in contemporary feminist Goddess religion. To 
me, Goddess is a symbol of the waxing and waning, 
life and death powers which are reflected in nature 
and in all human activities. To me, Goddess is a 
symbol for the integration of nature and culture, a 
symbol both for my connection to nature and for my 
creative processes which lead to cultural activity, 
such as the creation of this article. I certainly do 
not advocate a simplistic back to nature movement, 
much less an identification of women solely with the 
irrational, the inarticulate, or the capacity to 
give birth to physical children. 
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But if nature--culture dualism is not reflected in 
contemporary feminist Goddess symbolism, there is 
another duality reflected in it, which may have led 
to Ruether's confusion. It is a duality between an 
over-masculinized, over-technologized, over-militar- 
ized, patriarchal society which threatens to destroy 
the possibility of life on this earth with nuclear 
power, and the vision of a more wholistic culture in 
which women and all beings are valued and in which 
the grounding of human life in nature is recognized 
as the basis of all cultural activities. In modern 
Western culture men are socialized to become part of 
the over-technologized male-dominated society. Men 
are socialized to be rational, aggressive, assertive, 
and never to show their emotions or let their feel- 
ings influence their thinking. And they are taught 
to subdue or control the irrational, nature, and 
women. Women, on the other hand, are socialized to 
be sensitive to emotions and relationships, and are 
said to be closer to nature than men. Within tradi- 
tional patriarchal culture, women's emotionality and 
closeness to nature is kept separate. from the spheres 
of culture and politics: women create a haven for men 
in home and garden which compensates for the alien- 
ation men experience in the male world. The cultural 
association of men with the rational and the cultural 
and the women with the irrational and nature is 
deeply rooted in Western culture as Ruether has 
argued in "Motherearth and the Megamachine," and 
may even be a crosscultural universal as Sherry 
Ortner has suggested. Social roles reflect deep 
cultural patterns. 


Spiritual feminism, of which the feminist Goddess 
and feminist Wicca movements are a part, criticizes 


atriarchal culture and male roles in it, celebrates 
women's (and the human) connection to nature, and 
encourages women to develop a form of thinking which 


includes feeling and to develop "nonrational" capaci- 
ties such as intuition and psychic power while moving 
toward achieving cultural power. This apparently is 
what leads Ruether to conclude that feminist Goddess 
religion imports "the female-male, nature-culture 
dualism of the 19th Century Romanticism" into ancient 
religious patterns. However, nineteenth century ro- 
manticism (like its twentieth century offspring, 
Jungianism) was a celebration of nature and women by 
men which often encouraged women to remain natural 
and intuitive (and thereby dependent of men) at the 
expense of developing their full human capacities 

and freedom. It was a new version of the old "bare- 
foot and pregnant" routine. Feminist women are not 
about to celebrate their connections to nature with- 
in a dualistic framework which leaves them socially 
and culture ly powerless. (This, of course, does 

not mean women will accept male notions of what soc- 
jiety and culture are or should be.) In feminist re- 
ligion the Goddess is a symbol of the integration 

of culture and natural power. Feminist religion, like 
the larger feminist movement is concerned to help all 
women achieve psychological, personal, social, cultur- 
al, political, and spiritual power. 


Ruether's final criticism of the feminist Wicca 
movement is that it "makes women the overwhelmingly 
dominant partners. The males present are reduced to 
son-lovers of the Great Mother." Ruether attributes 
this view to Naomi "Goldenberg, Z. Budapest and others." 
The question of men is indeed problematic in feminist 
Goddess religion. While there have been some men in- 
volved in some feminist Goddess groups, many, and 
probably the majority of feminist Goddess and women's 
spirituality groups have been women's groups. 


Most feminist Wicca, Goddess and women's spiritual- 
ity groups have evolved out of the wider feminist 
movement in which the small group of women is a pre- 
dominant form. In small groups women share experiences 
and stories. As Judith Plaskow has noted, "the Yeah- 
Yeah experience," in which women recognize that others 
share similar feelings, similar hopes, similar oppres- 
sions, is the central theme of women's groups. Men 
are traditionally excluded from women's small groups 
because it is felt that the presence of men would in- 
hibit most women from expressing their own views 
freely and fully. In feminist spirituality groups 
women meet to share spiritual experience and to dis- 
cover common patterns in their stories. The need to 
give a female name to the divine power and to cele- 
brate women's connections to nature are two prominent 
themes in most feminist spirituality, feminist Goddess, 
and feminist Wicca groups. Coming out of a culture 
in which women's experience and women's spiritual 
visions are not valued, women's first concern has 
been to give voice to their own spiritual longings. 
Obviously, figuring out how men fit into women's 
spirituality groups has not been a first priority 
for most women. 


Though Rosemary Ruether states that in feminist 
Wicca groups "males present are reduced to son-lovers 
of the Great Mother," it is my experience that men 
are rarely present at all in feminist spirituality 
‘groups and are spoken of very little. I personally 
believe that as the feminist spirituality movement 
develops further from spiritual consciousness rais- 
ing and ritual groups into a cultural alternative, 
the role of men and male symbolism in feminist re- 
ligion will need to be more carefully considered. 

As women become more confident in articulating their 
spiritual vision, many will want to celebrate with 
men. In such a situation, a religion of the Goddess 
only, could be oppressive to men. 


But in discussing this issue it is important to 
remember that feminists in the spirituality movement, 


like feminists generally, do not have a single view 
on any question, and certainly not on the question 
of men. Positions or attitudes which may be held by 
some individuals or groups within the larger move- 
ment should not be attributed to the movement as a 
whole. Also, in discussing the role of men in a 
feminist spirituality, Goddess, or Wicca movement, 
it must be remembered that the number of men who are 
strongly committed to feminism in general and femi- 
nist spirituality in particular, while growing, is 
not large. It is premature to condemn a feminist 
movement for its failure to include men when in fact 
very few men are interested in having a part in it. 


The issue of the role of men in the feminist spiri- 
tuality movement is related to the issues of separa- 
tion and separatism in the feminist movement general- 
ly. In the feminist small group, women separate from 
men in order to get in touch with their own experi- 
ence. As long as patriarchal culture continues to 
exist, women will still need to find spaces where 
they can be somewhat free of patriarchal attitudes. 
Separatism as a total worldview must be distinguished 
from instances of separation. Separatists argue that 
if some separation from men is powerful, then com- 
plete separation from men would be ideal. Separatists 
believe that women can become emotionally, financially, 
sexually, culturally, spiritually, and in all ways 
independent of men. A common separatist ideal is to 
live self-sufficiently in a commune of women in the 
country; another is to open a small business such as 
a bookstore or restaurant which employs and serves 
women exclusively. Separatist visions of a free and 
independent women can be empowering even to women 
who are not separatists. While many feminists have 
espoused complete separation from men as a total 
worldview, and some have, as Ruether notes, excluded 
men from large feminist gatherings, most feminists 
are not separatists, and in practice, few separatists 
are completely consistent. On the other hand, most 
women who are feminists have participated in at least 
one group for women only, and male feminists organize 
groups for men only. 


As a feminist who is not a separatist, I affirm 
the need for separation in particular instances, es- 
pecially in small groups, but I do not affirm the 
exclusion of men or male children from large public 
gatherings in most instances. It is my belief that 
few feminists in the spirituality movement would 
deny the validity of women forming groups in which 
women can share and articulate their spiritual vis- 
ions with other women. On the other hand, I believe 
most women in the spirituality movment would be un- 
comfortable with a proportedly universal religion 
which excluded men or gave them only a subordinate 
role. 


Starhawk, whose work is discussed by Goldenberg, 
but oddly not mentioned by Ruether in her critique 
of feminist Wicca, advocates the use of both Goddess 
and God symbolism in her version of feminist Wicca, 
and describes her participation in groups for both 
women and men, and for women only. Z. Budapest, also 
discussed by Goldenberg, advocates a “Dianic" form 
of feminist wicca, which is for women only. Z. speaks 
of men as sons and lovers of the Goddess and has a 
generally negative attitude toward patriarchal men. 
Z.'s group is open to both lesbian and heterosexual 
women. 


Neither Z. Budapest nor Starhawk feel that their 
versions of feminist Goddess worship are the only 
forms. Both accept a plurality of forms in feminist 
religion. As the mother of two sons, Z. has spoken 
positively of the efforts of Starhawk and others to 
include men in their groups. Her Dianic vision is 
rooted in the ancient notion that there are separate 
mysteries for women and men, and joint celebrations 
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for those who wish to worship in mixed groups. Par- 
ticipating in a group for women only does not prevent 
a woman from also participating in groups which in- 
clude men. It should also be mentioned that there are 
many American pagan groups which, though not explicit- 
ly feminist, are similar to feminist Wicca groups in 
some respects. These groups are discussed by Margo 
Adler in Drawing Down the Moon, and men and male God- 
symbolism, aS well as women and Goddess symbolism, 
play significant roles in many of them. 


While I obviously disagree with Ruether's critique 
of Goddess spirituality, I do agree with her that the 
issues of men and male symbolism will eventually need 
further attention in feminist religion. 


Starhawk has begun to discuss the role of men and 
male symbolism in feminist Wicca in The Spiral Dance, 
and though I do not find her image of the Horned God 
entirely adequate, I applaud her attempt to develop 
male symbolism and male roles in feminist Goddess wor- 
ship. My suspicion, however, is that a more satisfy- 
ing resolution of this problem will have to await the 
time when large numbers of men become deeply committed 
to the feminist movement generally and to the feminist 
spirituality movement in particular. In the meantime, 
it is clear to me that the image of Goddess within 
the feminist spirituality movement is profoundly im- 
portant for women. ¢ 

Carol P. Christ 
San Jose, California 


and More fESPONSES . .. 


Really liked the art?le by the Christian feminist 
and the replies of Z Budapest et al in the last issue. 
It's amazing (a-maze!) to me to meet up with feminists 
who can still hold on to anything Christian! What 
they're holding on to is probably what little was re- 
tained from the Old Religion - but why hold on at all?? 
The dialogue between them was great - and where else 
would you get such a thing but in WomanSpirit? 

Thanks. 
Hannah Blue Heron 
Oakland, California 


B The reactions to the christian feminist articles 
seem to have taken your attempt to provide a forum 
for varying viewpoints and turned it into a backstage 
vendetta of personality differences...while i sub- 
merged myself totally in the rest of the issue, i 
found the discord of self-interest and shallow de- 
fenses as irritants... 

bathsheba duncan : 
Hartford, Connecticut 


Though the arguments of Reuther, Budapest, Christ 

and Goldenberg on women's religion are provocative, 

I find some of the defensive and competitive attitudes 
discouraging. Why must one religion be the "right" one? 
Is goddess-worship and/or Wiccan tradition the "spirit- 
ually correct" relgion for everyone? for all women? 
And just who decides what is or is not "spiritually 
correct"? 


‘ 


Though reared in a christian religion, I was for- 
tunate to have limited feminist consciousness instil- 
led in me because my background was Christian Science, 
a religion founded in the 1860's by a strong woman, 
Mary Baker Eddy. Several aspects of this religion 
were (and are) woman-oriented: 1) we worshipped a 
Father-Mother-God (yes, Father stil] gets first bill- 
ing), 2) the religion's main teaching is that of the 
"lost art" of metaphysical healing, 3) in the 23rd 
Psalm we were instructed to replace the words "the 
Lord" and male pronouns with the word "Love", 4) the 
word "Christ" was used to express an idea meaning 
"truth", not to be confused with the man, Jesus. 


Later, as a feminist, I had to leave Christian 
Science because of its insistence on the separation 
of body and mind, which I believe is a throwback to 
the patriarchal distaste with “the flesh" j.e., 
Woman. So, even with all her insights, Mary Baker 
Eddy was a victim of patriarchal conditioning. Am I 
to reject all her discoveries because some, or even 
most, of them are male-identified? 
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The late 1800's were exciting years for the women 
who were trying to create new, more feminist forms 
of religion. As Susan B. Anthony, Elizabeth Cady 
Stantan, Victoria Woodhull et al were fighting for 
women in the political arena, other women were found- 
ing churches where women's gifts were celebrated and 
explored: Mary Baker Eddy and the power of healing; 
the Spiritualist Church, founded by the Fox sisters; 
the Theosophical movement led by Madame Blavatsky, 
Annie Bessant and Alice Baily, attempting to integ- 
rate world esoteric knowledge. I'm sure there are 
others too; the above religions are still with us. 
I wish someone would write a book about these women's 
religions of the late 19th century. It's fascinating 
to me that so many aspects of those religions are 
synthesized into many of today's feminist philosophies 
and religions. 


(The Shakers, founded by Mother Annie Lee, were 
celibate. Men and women lived separately. This re- 
ligion predates the suffrage movement. ) 


I have a theory about early christianity...based 
on intuition mostly. 


Mary was a witch, a healer. She bore a male child, 
Jesus, and until he was 12 years old she and her 
sister witches were his teachers. He was a good stu- 
dent; he learned "laying on of hands" and the power 
of Love to heal. 


Living in a patriarchal society, Mary knew that if 
she or any other woman'were to go out and teach they 
would not be listened to. So she sent her son Jesus 
(mama's boy) out to teach this healing craft of the 
wise...the old-religion of regeneration and love. 

He was heard, became a leader of the people and such 
a political threat to the patriarchal establishment 
structure that he was killed (they punctured the 
physical sources of his power...his feet, or his 
connection with Earth; his palms from which flowed 
healing energy; and his heart, the source of Love). 


Jesus was Wiccan, the high priest of a coyen of 
thirteen. Neither Jews nor Romans could accept this 
and so Jesus, the man, was destroyed, 


T'm sure dialogue on women's religion wt1ll contin- 
ue, but it would be more constructive if it were 
lovingly offered in the spirit of true competition, 
which according to Lynette Jerry, should sharpen 
the senses, not the claws! 


Kay Gardner, age 39 
Stonington, Matne 


Y al grew up in a very closed and strict Biblical sect 
(Mennonite) - father and grandfathers were ministers. 
I have spent many years running away and slamming doors 
to get away from the pain and anger I feel from that 
ch: ldhood. I am beginning to re-examine and try to 
heal. I know without any doubt that what needs to get 
healed in me could never be done through a new inter- 
pretation of Christianity. The discovery of the nature/ 
Goddess spiritual tradition has released alot in me - 
emotionally and creatively, and I feel healing coming. 
Slowly - but coming. 


But the anger toward Christianity is deep and strong. 
How can it be other? I can't hear anyone recite parts 
of the Bible-poetry that mean something to them with- 
out asking - What old tradition was it stolen from? 
How was it twisted? What was happening that Samuel is 
moved to write "Rebellion is as the sin of witchcraft. 
(I Samuel 15:23) 


I also cringe when I see a woman quoting anything of 
Paul Tillich (and who knows how many others) when I 
carry with me the knowledge of him Mary Daly gives us 
- that being from a book written by his wife Hannah 
after his death, telling us of his collection of porn- 
ography - women on crosses, etc. How can anything he 
says be heard abstracted from this enraging knowledge? 
How can Rosemary Ruether and others liberate anything 
out of Christianity without remembering the pain of 
so many woman-deaths -- physical and psychic? After 
all, it's not what gets said or written in the semi- 
naries, it's the actual reign of terror that comes 
down on the peasants that really counts. 


Dottie Shank 
Denver, Colorada 


F 1 went through a period of anger at Christianity, 
as I did with my parents. I suppose the force of anger 
is needed to break loose, but how far will anger take 
me -- and where? My aims are those of peace and to 
those purposes I release my anger after its function 
has been met. I fully understand the need to hold on 
to anger in order to burn out wounds -- to cauterize; 
but hold onto it too long and it damages deeper than 
the original wound. 


Personally, I find no use in a humanistic god or 
goddess. I find comfort in the presence of order in 
the universe, but I see no purpose in assigning sex, 
moral values, or worship requirements to this order. 

I see myself as a marvellous creature, with abilities 

beyond my present imaginations and I resent any limits 
placed on this view of myself and others. I see "god" 

everywhere and I like the reality this creates. 


I enjoy the study of yoga, but it is with full 
awareness that yoga traditionally discriminates against 
women. I read that the term "yogini," used in this 
country as a feminine form of "yogi," a practitioner 
of yoga, translates as "witch." This did not surprise 
me; it delighted me. I still find great use in the 
system, even knowing that it is older than Christian- 
ity yet has never seen the emergence of equality for 
women. 


I do feel that to find any use in Christianity, it 
would be necessary first to clean out the old teach- 
ings, and this process takes years. Then it is possi- 
ble to consult the majik book of the Christians with 
a clear and open mind and find personally significant 
answers, insights, and wisdom. It is possible to do 
the same with the majik books and artifacts of all 
religions. The knowledge is within: any tool that 
works to bring it out is the tool to use. 


Lynn Rudloff, age 31 
San Antonio, Texas 


Ne 


B The articles by Reuther, Budapest and Christ deal 


directly with my personal dream/struggle -- trying 
to rename Christianity, be faithful to Goddess love 
and treasure my own contemplative experiences. I an- 
ticipate mixed feelings and long ponderings with 
them which is marvelous -- who needs monolithic 
theologizing! 

Paula Hirschboeck 0O.P. 

Cheyenne, Wyoming 


I tend to see the Hebrew bible as part of an ideo- 
logy that has, as it were, colonized Europe for the 
past 1500 years (and other parts of the world more 
recently). I feel that this colonial yoke must be 
thrown off; we must look beyond Christianity and the 
Hebrew bible to our own roots (European, Asian, Afri- 
can, etc.), our own myths and legends, and history, 
For therein lie the clues to our psyches. I see the 
Hebrew bible as directly relevant only for people of 
Hebrew/Jewish background. Though they made war on 
people of other faiths, the biblical Hebrews did not 
convert people or spread their religion; Jesus too 
spoke to his people, the Jews. It took later people 
to turn Christianity into a missionary religion, 
which was not the intention of Jesus. 


I fee] the imposition of a foreign mythology and 
religion has harmed (to say the least!) the people of 
of my European origins, forcing us to disconnect with 
our own roots. By learning and reclaiming the myth- 
ology and religion of our pre-Christian past, by syn- 
thesizing this knowledge with our experience as 20th 
century Americans to make a new Goddess religion, as 
we are doing, we reconnect with ourselves and with 
the Earth. Perhaps, later, we can study other myth- 
ologies, such as the Hebrew bible, and glean useful 
bits and pieces. 


In response to Z's statement that "Biblical re- 
ligion created patriarchy", I want to say that though 
biblical religion supports patriarchy, it did not 
"create" it. There are plenty of cultures that became 
patriarchal without any contact with the Hebrew bible 
--various Native American tribes; China, India, etc. 
And though biblical ideas like "have dominion over 
the Earth..." and Christian ideas that only humans 
have souls, foster and support rape of the Earth, it 
is simply untrue that Christianity created rape of 
the Earth, that we lived in an eco-aware paradise 
until 2000 years ago! 


Thousands of years ago, non-Christian, non-biblical 
Native Americans burned forests to flush game (pos- 
sibly creating the Midwestern prairie in the process) 
and ran herds of animals over cliffs, taking only a 
few of the many dead ones home to eat. After develop- 
ing better weapons and driving several species to 
extinction or near extinction, and destroying forever 
huge tracts of forest, they developed the respect for 
the Earth and the eco-awareness they are famous for. 


Much of the Middle East, Cradle of Civilizations, 
area was turned into a desert through irrigation, 
which alkalinizes the soil, and poor farming practices, 
not by Christians (who weren't around yet), probably 
not by Hebrews (who were mostly herders) but by farm- 
ing cultures who may even have been matriarchal and 
Goddess-worshipping. Much of India was deforested 
and over-farmed by people who, again, were neither 
Christians nor bible-readers. While people have the 
~potential of being knowledgeable and gentle with the 
Earth, they are often short-sighted, greedy and self- 
serving. It often takes crises to wake them up and 
change their ethics. 


Mari Seagull age 25 
Calpella, Califia 
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AWOMAN AGAINST THE BIBLE 


In the debate between Rosemary Radford Ruether and 
the anti-Biblical feminists, energy is focussed -- 
wrongly, I feel -- on the specific gender of "God" 
and Christ. It is true that the blatant maleness 
of Judeo-Christian godhead is crippling to the 
developing consciousness and self-image of any 
woman. But this is not the sole crime of the Bible. 
What anti-Biblical feminists are wrestling with is 
the whole metaphysical foundation -- the worldview, 
the ontological principles -- upon which the 
Judeo-Christian religions rest. 


These are the major and characteristic premises of 
the Biblical religions: 


4 . that the creator is separate from the creation; 

B - that the creator is pure spirit, while the 
creation is impure matter; 

& . that the primal sin, or crime, of humans is 
disobedience to the cammandment of God; 

y . that God has condemned the entire human race to 
everlasting punishment for this original crime 
of "our parents" in Eden; 

tL «that to be born, therefore, is to be bom in 
sin; ie. to be born through the mother, repre- 
senting the inherent evil of the flesh; 

6 ethat, to survive in a world of sin, "man" must 
dominate nature, and woman, as representative 
of nature, and its "vessel", must suffer 
domination; 

y «that the only way to be "saved" -- fram life on 
earth, and life after death, both defined as 
Devil-ridden and hellish -- is through submis- 
sion to Jesus Christ; 

8 . finally, that the world is a rigid dualism of 
God and Devil, pure good vs. pure evil, 
eternally at war with each other, eternally 
irreconcilable, with human life meaningful only 
insofar as it functions as a battlefield for 
these two forces. 


It is these Bibical principles that feminists argue 
against; the fact that these principles are dominated 
and enforced by a male godhead is simply illustrative 
of the problem. Simply changing the sex of the 
Biblical God, or agreeing to comprehend this God as 
"both male and female", really begs the question. 

It doesn't matter whether Jehovah and Jesus are 
called He, She or It. It is the whole Biblical 
worldview, stated in these ontological principles, 
which feminists must refuse to accept as the truth 
about life on earth. These principles are anti- 
woman, anti-nature, anti-mind, anti-human, anti- 
life; and it is for this reason -- not simply that 
the Biblical God and Savior are males —- that 
feminists must deny the Judeo-Christian traditions. 
No "religion for women" can possibly be established 
upon such principles. 


a The notion that the creator is separate from the 
creation is, in itself, a model for a mechanistic, 
dualistic, and consequently daminant-submissive 
view of life. Here is the origin of the "power- 
over" psychology which justifies the use of coercive 
threat and self-righteous force to obtain one's 
will. For doesn't God do this to His creatures? 

In the Judeo-Christian religions, creation and 
creatures are, ontologically, mechanical puppets 
that dance only by the will of the puppeteer, who 
is capable -- as in the Book of Job -- of extreme 
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sadism just to make his point. This mechanistic 
dualism also enforces the notions of a separable 
"spirit" vs. "matter", embodied notoriously in 
"male" vs. "female" - a god-willed dualism which 
causes psychic alienation in any human being who 
accepts its terms. 


In Mother Goddess religion, the creatrix and the 
creation are not separate, but one. The Mother 
creates the world out of her own , notasa 
mechanistic power-over creation, but as an 

organic power-through creation. Spirit is al- 

ways immanent in the flesh, all nature is conscious, 
and there is no question of separation or 
"alienation" fran the soul of the Cosmos: for we 

are all a part of the Mother, and everything that 
happens is same facet of Her nature. Her nature 
includes pain, death, paradox, change: all 

those processes defined by frightened men as 

"evil". But She does not play petty blackmail 

games with our bodies and souls. There is no 
irreconcilable dualism of Good vs. Evil; there is 
only, when rightly understood, increase and decrease, 
rhythmic waxing and waning, the constant circling and 
changing of the Many Forms of the One. 


2 mat the Biblical God is pure spirit, while His 
creatures are impure matter, perpetuates the notion 
that abstract will must dominate "mere" physical 
nature. It also provides a model for hierarchic 
class structure and a philosophical justification 
of oppression and slavery, with the "upper classes" 
always striving toward the pure abstraction of 
laborless "being" (Godstate), while the "lower 
classes" are forced to enact the laws of 

"corrupt matter" (creature state), enslaved to 
laborious "becoming" through hierarchic levels 

of the physical and social world. 


In Mother Goddess religion, all are children of the 
Mother, and the Mother does not justify, by spirit 
vs. flesh dualisms, the dominance of one person, 
group, sex or race over another. A Goddess immanent 
in Her creation does not condone sadistic torture 
and tyranny, for She suffers within every creature 
in every act. A God transcendent, who lives ever 
apart from his creation in abstract purity, provides 
a model for torture and tyranny; indeed, extreme 
torture and sadism became the means whereby alien- 
ated creatures attempt to get "beyond the flesh" 

and "back to God" -- whether they whip themselves, 
or whip the "corrupt flesh" of others. 


x 4 That the primal "sin" of the human being is 
disobedience of God is an insidious principle; it 
justifies religious and political institutions 
maintaining human beings in a perennial condition 
of "childishness" vis-a-vis any individual, group 
or state parading as "parental authority" or 

"Vicar of Christ" or "Big Daddy" or "Godfather". 

In particular, Adam and Eve disobeyed God in order 
to reach for knowledge: the Knowledge of Good and 
Evil, defined as the knowledge of the gods. The 
profundities and subtleties of this parable can keep 
theologians employed for generations; the functional 
effect of it has been, within the Catholic and 
Fundamentalist traditions especially, a terrible 
history of active anti-knowledge which continues to 
this day. A fear of research, a fear of study and 


experimentation, a hostility toward any sensual, 
intellectual or imaginative TRIPPING beyond the walls 
of the Biblical situation. Humans beings have evolved 
through knowledge; we are characterized by our innate, 
cosmic desire to reach beyond the known into 
actualization of the unknown -- not the transcendence 
of life, but the expansion of it, as the universe 
expands. To be as gods, indeed. To create our- 
selves from stars into amoebas, from amoebas into 
stars, step by step or in great leaps, through 
experimentation of life, and it is what the 
Christian establishment has tried, whenever it had 
Power, to deny us. Pagan Europeans, after all, 

had solar and lunar observatories before 2500 B.C. 
The Greeks envisioned the atom, and believed that 

the earth revolved around the sun. Witches had 

herbs and healing methods that worked. Then came 

the Christian Church and its imperialistic State, 

in which all knowledge was suppressed for about 1400 
years unless it corroborated the mythology of the 
Bible. The Church insisted, extrapolating fran 
Genesis, that "it is not good for mortals to know 
more than that they are creatures of Almighty God", 
and anyone bored with such limited knowledge 

could be imprisoned, tortured and burned for their 
"impudent blasphemy". Not until Europe grew nause- 
ated at the excesses of the Inquisition, in the 18th 
century, did inquiry and experimentation begin 

again; but by this time, after centuries of absorb- 
ing Christian "spirit" vs. "matter" doctrine, even 
the atheistic ratimalist scientists had become so 
alienated from nature that the "science" they con- 
structed was sick-unto-death with dualism. 


When the major notion ruling human behavior is a fear 
of being punished for disobeying same invisible 
authority, human nature is perverted into petti- 
ness and paranoia. As any parent knows, original 
human nature is not to obey but to inquire; to 
explore, without fear, the world of which we are 
living parts. The Biblical model, in which Big 
Brother is always up in the sky, spying on His 
creatures, sitting in stiff judgment, watching 

for any sign of rebellious ruic-infraction -- such. 
a model does not create the kind of psychic 
environment in which humans can become free and 
noble participants in the evolution of our universe. 


iy That God has condemned the entire human race to 
suffer on earth and in Hell for the "crime" 

of Eden is a mockery of the hope that humans can 
ever be noble or free. We are asked to undergo 

a state of eternal depression, believing ourselves 
guilty and in debt to God's patronizing "grace", 
because of same fairy tale about a primal Hebrew 
couple whose sole crime was mortal curiosity 

(shades of the apes!), in service of their desire 

to become immortal (shades of the angels!). 

In other words, the characteristic which makes 

us most human, and which has most contributed to our 
variety if not to our survival -- curiosity about 
our world and a desire to participate in it FOREVER —- 
such lovely virtues are condemned in the Bible as our 
major sin. Under this kind of manipulative meta- 
physics, the human psyche can only become twisted 

in agonies of guilt and betrayal: we either 

betray "God" or we betray ourselves, and either 

way, we are guilty. No health, no better world, 

no religion for women can came fram such a 

nasty double-bind. 


In the Goddess religion, there is only one crime: 
and this is to betray the energy and rhythm of life. 


For this crime, there is only one punishment: the 
diminution of one's own energy and creative 
capacity. The opposite of life is not death but to 
became a mechanism. In Goddess religion there is 
only one law: to understand and respect the varied 
nature of things. The punishment for any cimme 
against the nature of things is that: what one 
projects on another will rebound on the self F 
twofold. Within these terms, comprehending the 
consequences of each act: Do What Thou Wilt. 


In the Garden of Eden, the crime was disobedience 
against God's command, the seeking of knowledge 
against God's will. God did not want humans to 
discover the knowledge that we are immortal. This 
would blur the class distinction between us and the 
gods; not to mention the power of priests to rule 
through coercion and terror. In the Garden of the 
Goddess, initiates were encouraged to realize their 
immortality, their participation in the Goddess, 
through eating the fruit of the ONE tree, which is 
both inmortality and knowledge of good and evil, 
ie. the transcendance of dualism. The ritual gift 
of the Goddess is not punishment for sin, but 
celebration of the energy of life. 


& & 6 The notion that all humans are born in 
sin, and that man must dominate nature while 
woman, as representative of nature, suffers 
domination, is the crux of the feminist issue 
against the Biblical religions. Once the in- 
herent evil of the flesh is posited by Judeo- 
Christianity, being born through a mother becomes 
a crime against God. Such a principle declares 
"holy war" against the FACTS OF NATURE; specifi- 
cally, it institutionalizes male fear and hatred of 
the female biological processes. Further, it 
creates one more sadistic double-bind for the 
human psyche: to become alive is to become 
sinful. To say that the mother of life is the 
vessel of sin and evil; to say that the matter to 
which we owe our enjoyment of this earth is the 
matter of corruption which "threatens our 
immortal soul" -- this is the most pathological 
of the Judeo-Christian principles. Its sexism 
destroys the relation between women and men; its 
ontological fraudulence destroys the relation 
between the human psyche and the universe of which 
it is a part. Only a fiend -- no, only an 
egomaniacal old man with a bad case of consti- 
pation plus prostate trouble -- could devise such 
a vicious gameboard on which to torture all 
generations to come within the punitive terms of a 
no-win game. 


Christianity, particularly Fundamentalist Christ- 
ianity with its obsession with sin and repentance, 
is not a religion, it is a psychosis. For a true 
religion "binds back" the individual part with 

the cosmic whole; a psychosis alienates the 
individual mind from the whole of life. Christianity, 
taken literally, is a psychosis in which the 

human mind is twisted into a functional state of 
paranoia against the terms of its own existence. 
And of course, it its consequent agony, it is 
always looking for someone to blame -- same 
temptress, some agent of the Devil -- for its 
existential dissociation from reality. No 

creative religion for women, no healthy religion for 
anyone, can emerge from such a tormented view of the 
nature of birth, the nature of life, the nature of 
human meaning. continued 


17 


continued 

Jesus came to save us. This notion, of course, 
has kept the Christian Church in business for 2000 
years, selling "salvation". I would just like to 
ask any clear-headed feminist to go to the mirror, 
look deeply into it, and ask-herself: Salvation 
from what? 


We know Christianity wants to save us fram — by 
alienating us from - life in the flesh, the facts of 
nature, the paradox of the universe, ourselves and 
the selves of others. We know it wants to save us 
from witchy influences, fram the moon, fran the 
sky, fram the trees, the earth, the oceans. We 
know it wants to save us from LIFE, because 
Christian philosophy teaches a profound para- 

noia about life; that it is evil at its core, 

that there is a devil lurking around the corner of 
every life form, and that you can't even trust 
your own face in the mirror — especially if it's 
a woman's face -- for all the shadows, doubts and 
questions in it belong to the Devil. 


Further, although there are strong Biblical passages 
denying that there is life after death, all branches 
of Christianity teach us that they can save us fran 
death. Death is either nothingness or burning 
hellfire -- Christians absolutely deny reincar- 
nation -- and the only way to escape either is to 
believe in Jesus. 


So, here's the situation: a God who creates a Life 
that is full of pain and evil, which leads into a 
Death full of pain and evil, and the only way to 
escape this double-bind nightmare is by falling on 
one's knees before this flowing-robed authority 
figure who just happens to be standing by waiting 
for your call. 


Amazing. 


It's the greatest con-game on earth. Critics of 
salvation religions focus on the human fear of 
death, believing that only something so potent as 
death-fear could trick us into being suckers for 
such a con. Maybe. I'd like to suggest an 
equally potent life-fear raging among us; Christ- 
ianity promises to save us from being conscious of 
our responsibility for being alive in the cosmos, 
with all the risk, danger, ambiguity and miracle 
that entails. Christianity is a form of cowardice 
in the face of vastness; it encourages existential 
pettiness, telling you that you can buy or bargain 
your way out of the terms of the Cosmos, taking 
the risks neither of life not death, but letting 
Jesus do it for you. Letting a prefabricated 
gameplan do it for you. Christianity promises 

to save your soul; in fact, Christianity 

threatens to save you fram the ience of your 
own soul. If you will give up the adventure of 
discovering and creating your own consciousness, 
Christianity will give you: a bumper sticker, 

a deashboard Madonna, a ticket to the Heavenly 
Bleachers. If you forfeit your own mystical 
journey throught the world, you will get in return: 
a script about Jesus. The best we can hope for, 
after all, is an imitation of Christ. Christianity 
says that only one life was worth living, and ies 
already been lived, and it was His. This attitude 
accounts for the psychic deadness of card-carrying 
Christians; they have settled for being clones. 
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What should a woman trust? An institutionalized 
paranoia that leads her into a state of submission 
before a dead script? Or the risk and adventure 
of her own body/mind/spirit? What contributes 

to the existential liberation of a woman: a re- 
ligion founded upon the principles of psychic 
alienation, or one that encourages psychic in- 
tegration? Through its concepts of sin and other- 
directed salvation, Christianity offers alienation. 
Through saying "The face in the mirror is one of 
the many faces of the Goddess -- you are that 
already -- and it is not sin to be alive, and to seek 
what you are", the Goddess religion offers 
integration. 


It is no accident that Christianity does not 

want women to be free to make this choice. It is the 
natural spirituality of women —- hoodwinked and 
bamboozled into maidenhood -- that has kept the 
Church going for 2000 years. If the living spirits 
of millions of women suddenly rise up and walk out 
of the Christian Church, and into women's real 
Church -- the Ongoing Cosmos -- well, so much for the 
Christian Business. Nothing would be left but all 
those priests without a harem. 


8 The God vs. Devil dualism of Biblical religions 
is a metaphysics of alienation. It is alsoa 
metaphysics of ontological deceit and trickery. The 
Bible religions teach that God and the Devil are 
samehow separate; but this petty joke does not 

ring true, for we all know that if God is absolute —- 
truly the Creator of All -—- the Devil, the principle 
of Evil, cannot exist without His permission. So, 
according to the Bible, God plays this persistent 
trick on the human heart and mind: threatening 

us with the Devil, punishing us for following the 
Devil, visiting death and hellfire upon us because 
of the evil inherent in our corrupt flesh -—- 

while all the time the Devil is really a mani- 
festation of God, and AGENT AND TOOL OF GOD, the 
scapegoat device that allows Jehovah to manipulate 
this exciting drama of human life without being 
responsible for the suffering of His creatures in 
their own eyes. The stories of Job, and the case 
of Judas, reveal this manipulativeness it its pur- 
est form. If we think the machinations of the CIA 
are horrendous, let us pause to trace such double- 
think behavior back to the Bible. We are told by the 
more sophisticated theologians that this mani- 
pulativeness is designed to allow us poor creatures 
of clay something called free will. If you believe 
this, you'll have no trouble with the fact that 
Nixon and other presidents have used Organized 
Crime members as political assassins in order to 
preserve freedam and democracy. 


Hindu religions are, at least, honest in their 
portrayal of "Evil" and "Good" as simply the 
various manifestations of one Being, one Becoming. 
Good and Evil are transcended by the intuition 
that they are both faces -- more truly, veils -- 
of God; it was this knowledge of Good-and-Evil 

as linked manifestations that Eve reached for in 
the Garden, and was punished for reaching. The 
"Forbidden Fruit" was the teaching of the ancient 
religions, ruled by a goddess, which the Hebrew 
Patriarchs wanted to replace with their own more 
punitive theories. Biblical metaphysics, with its 
ironbound and coercive dualism, prevents the human 
psyche from evolving into a more subtle and true 


_ perception of universal life. Modern physics 


bypasses Judeo-Christian dualism to fuse with 
ancient concepts of Tao; the cloud-chambers 
confirm the intuition of the oldest religions that 
the universe is Many Dancers of One Energy 

Field. There is a tension between organized 
information (matter) and disinformation (entropy) ; 
but this is not a dualistic battlefield, it is 

an on-going process, and life as we know it depends 
on both terms. 


Downhome, throughout Biblical history, the Judeo- 
Christian idea of a Devil has led to the pheno- 
menon of devil-projection, in which people became 
pathological in their fear of invisible "evil 
forces", and in their anxiety to project respon- 
sibility away from themselves and onto scapegoats, 
self-righteously oppress and massacre whole groups 
of "other people", i.e. the heathens, the 

infidels, the Devil's Brood. Devil-projection, 

as a psychotic process, works to distort the 
perception of reality; in polls, over 60% of the 
American people declare they believe that "the 
Devil" is responsible for our current economic, 
social and energy problems. As long as Biblical 
religion offers such easy solutions to its followers, 
few people will evolve to the place where they are 
conscious of their own responsibility for the 
condition of the community and of the environment. 
Television evangelists are screaming that ERA, 
abortion rights and equal rights I 
sexuals are all political-front issue 
Party; the feminist movement is a "tool of the 


Christian seminaries might be above the fray; but 
us women on the American ground have to live with 
such garbage. 


There is one more principle, the final Christian 
principle, that is truly nihilistic and disgusting. 
It is the belief that only one creature born in the 
5 billion years of our universe has actually been 
"born of God". All the rest of us are dust and 
shit. I would say that no person of goodwill could 
believe such garbage; and no woman who believes it -- 
whether Christian or Jewish (for it was a Jewish 
postulation) -- can possibly be a feminist. For 

a feminist does not deny the cosmic worth of her 
mother, or of her children, or of her friends, or 
of herself. The universe is alive, and we are all 
its children, born of real energy and real spirit. 


There is one good truth in the Bible; in the Old 
Testament it is prophesied that the "Son of God 
will come in blood and'water". It's true: all sons 
of god, and all daughters of god, came in blood and 
water. We are all born in blood and water. It is 
the blood and water of the Mother. It is the blood 
and water of all our mothers. 


But we don't need the Bible to tell us that. We 
already know. € 


{© Barbara Mor 1980 
1323 Central N.E. 
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e 


Politics of 
Witches 


man doesn't kneel 

to thumb a skirt's foot on fire 
because womyn dance around the moon. 
he kills us 

because we know 

too much about man. 

man kills womon 

because womon knows 

why man kills. 

I mean could teach you why 

like a schoolmarm chalking up 

the ABC's. 

it is dangerous to be a schoolmarm 
chalking up the ABC's: No lies. No man. 
it is why the truth 

doesn't advertise. 


Mia Albright 
Tempe, Arizona 


19 


Revelation L 


the smell of incense lingered as the sacristan 
snuffed the candles, then flipping the overheads 
darkened the church. an hour passed...two...and 
the last of the scattered forms knelt, bowed, turned 
and left. a girl remained, her shoulders relaxing 
imperceptibly at the final door-closing wave of air. 
joy danced in her. she turned and searched out the 
dark corners confirming you and she were indeed 
alone, then rising, walked tall into the sanctuary 
and on up to the tabernacle. women were not allowed. 
no one questioned this as no one questioned that 
only the fathers offered sacrifice, could confess, 
consecrate, make holy. she hadn't the strength to 
argue their opinion. she waited, kept quiet, 
watched. they didn't know. they were as blind men 
in their churches, the smallest child of more vis- 
jon, unity and wholiness. many burned for less. 
even her mother said she strode and had too much 
pride and as she strode through the sanctuary she 
made haste to show you this "pride", presuming all, 
trusting in what she knew. 


oh mother, goddess, Lord, Lady, ground of being 
how many years this Love 

how many years this deepening union. 

akk else pales. 

with "come up higher” 

you. wooed me, seduced my being. 

the word, "you are the christ, you the goddess, 
you - god" 


the nature of 


I decided to write this essay after listening to 
a friend's diatribe about her celibacy. I had my 
doubts about her definition of celibacy and I quest- 
joned her. 


"Did you masturbate?" 


With a look of surprise she exlaimed, "Well, of 
course I did, silly!" 


Frowning, I recalled several references to so- 
called "celibacy" that I thought were completely 
inaccurate, as I am convinced that celibacy is some- 
thing not fully understood by most. Before I ex- 
plain what I think true celibacy is, I'll make a few 
comments about my own sexual and personal orientat- 
jon. 

I am a Lesbian, this is my orientation. My whole 
being expresses itself through my love for and with 
other women, which sometimes involves sexual expres- 
sion whether it's casual or intense. I'm not Lesbian 
because I have sex with other women; my sexual ex- 
pression comes through my orientation as a whole 
person. 


Being celibate and masturbating is like being 
vegetarian and eating fried chicken. A celibate 
is not a person who just doesn't have sex. Celibacy 
results from a completely different orientation, 
where there has been a profound experience of love 
and passion, resulting with "falling in love" 
through a personal manifestation of creativity that 
jis not sexual. I've had such an experience which 
resulted in my becoming celibate. 


In 1971 I made arrangements to go to East Africa 
through college, to study zoology. I have always 
worked with animals and have a passion for wildlife 
and the natural state of things. East Africa is 
like Mecca for animal freaks and although I was 
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deepening, unfolding through tune. 

my heart sings praise to you, Love. 
pursuing, burning, ravishing, 

oh thou tenderest of Lovers. 

how often have i fed on you 

mouth on open mouth 

breast on breast. 

beyond intellectuak imaginings 

you dwell. 

within that cLoud you give of yoursels. 
Aisness vs this or that 

neality vs non-neakity 

what can be said is Less than nothing, 
does not exist, 

is ah that clatter of dried bones. 

At has ever been so. 

no words image the word you speak in me, 
woman, Lover, worker, mother, sister, frcend. 
the fathers have nothing to compare with this word. 
no church a more radiant tabernacke. 
Let the structures go. 

waste no time on renovations. 

no need of their "sacraments". 

we make a sacrament hourly, daily, 
consecrating the ground walked on, 

the Living fLesh touched. 

you cakl to be. 


morrigan mc cormick 
oneonta, new york 


true celibacy 


anxious about the possibility of not seeing any 
other Lesbians for a long time, something deep in- 
side of me cried out for the experience, so I went 
to Kenya. 


This is where It began to happen. I was really 
there among the gazelles, rhinos, lions, hawks, 
baboons, elephants, Mt. Killimanjaro and the fear- 
less Kikuyu and Masaai tribes. Everyday I went to 
classes in Nairobi until school was over, then I 
went to work in the Nairobi Game Parks. Socially, 

I was successful; going to parties, on camping 
trips, and to movies with friends. I had close, 
rewarding friendships with the Curator of the Parks, 
one particular workmate and a woman warden. 


Over the months, I noticed a change. I had gradu- 
ally become light, lean, and unusually strong. All 
of my senses became extremely acute and I never 
seemed to grow tired. I felt that I was operating 
out of an area in my lower chest or rib cage and 
energy flowed throughout my entire body, permanently 
altering me. This feeling was at times orgasmic in 
nature, only much more intense and would sometimes 
last for hours, altering my sense of time. I also 
experienced the sharpening of a general sixth sense 
which I used for silently communing with leopards, 
cheetahs, a hyena, and a pack of wild dogs as I 
walked about freely among them while servicing their 
paddocks. (An old Austrian woman taught me how to 
do this.) During this time, my sexual feelings 
were vestigial and I rarely thought about sex.’ I 
can't say that I was asexual, but my attention had 
shifted to this new awareness in my chest. I stayed 
in this altered state for over a year and I felt 
that I could have stayed there forever. 


Years later, after learning about the seven 
chakras, I understood about this peculair sensa- 
tion in my chest area. Most human beings express 


the Universal Creative Energy primarily if not exclu- 
sively, through the "root chakra" (the sexual/anal 
center). We grow to believe that love, passion and 
sex are always connected and that this combination 
is the ultimate means of fullfillment. We are 
taught that the profound and magical happening 

that occurs when falling in love is best expressed 
through love-making, and this becomes not only the 
primary focus of attention, but the seat of personal 
identity. But what happens to a person who falls 
deeply in love through some manifestation of her- 
self and her world and carries her beyond the very 
boundaries of herself? Such a person, like myself 
while in Kenya, could become celibate, because she 
needs to express the Creative Energy through another 
channel, making this manifestation her primary focus 
of attention and thereby completely reorienting per- 
sonal identity. 


My awareness of this "chest center" indicates 
that I had reoriented the Creative Energy from a 
"root chakra" expression to a "heart chakra" ex- 
pression, which also accounts for the difference 
in my physical strength. My first coming out was 
when I discovered that I was not alone in my love 
for other women, and found support and dignity with 
other Lesbians. My second coming out was when I 
became an undefinable, boundless entity manifesting 
herself completely through unadulterated life eneray. 
I wasn't refraining from sex because of lack of 
other Lesbians, (I did encounter a few at the Nairobi 
Y.W.C.A.) but the passion through my work had caused 
a peculiar metamorphosis. 


I also want to comment here about the celibate's 
characteristic state of prolonged ecstacy and seren- 
ity, which male oriented history has interpreted as 
being “one with God". The wonderful feeling that 
comes through being in love is a commonly known 
peak experience. There is often an intense, serene 
mood and a transcendental awareness of beauty while 
being in love (whether the loved one is around or 
not). Here, the "root chakra" energy is elevated 
to a state of pure creativity, and it's a small won- 
der that many people write profound love letters, 
poetry and music during this time. In a celibate, 
this peak experience does not originate through love 
for another person and is manifested through action 
alone. The entire body is highly energized, resem- 
bling orgasm, and a person can remain in this state 
for hours, days, or indefinitely. This state has 
been interpreted as being “highly evolved" or "clos- 
er to God" and historically, the celibate's lack of 
sexual feelings has been misunderstood to be the 
means of acquiring this altered state. Religious 
institutions for centuries have required that every- 
one practice so-called "celibacy" as you are supposed 
to give all of your attentions "to God". But all 
they usually succeeded in doing is enforcing pro- 
longed and painful abstinence which results in re- 
lief through masturbation, and/or producing suffer- 
ing, guilt-ridden individuals. Many of us have suf- 
fered from the belief that forced and prolonged 
abstinence from sex is "good". 


I make a distinction between celibacy and absti- 
nence. Abstinence is the practice of sexual with- 
drawal (in this context) and is used for various 
personal reasons. I've abstained from sex during 
introspective periods, during a "cool out" period 
following a break-up with a ‘over, or if there's 
been sexual tension between me and someone else. 


Celibacy must also not be confused with the lack 
of sexual feelings due to emotional repression. I 
have shared experiences with other women where there 
has been bottled up fear, loneliness, frustration or 
anger to the point of incapacitation, resulting in a 
chronic case of the "I Don't Cares". At such times, 
sexual feelings can wane and disappear altogether. 
After the problems are worked through, our emotions 
reach an equilibrium and we feel "turned on" again. 
Other women and the world begin to look attractive 
to us once more. 


I've wondered about the possibilities of me be- 
coming reoriented again. Due to drastic change in 
circumstances upon returning to the States, I lost 
the ability to manifest myself through another cha- 
kra until just recently. After my experience in 
Kenya, I know that there is much more to being my- 
self than how I've been all my life, and becoming 
and living out who I really am has become an ulti- 
mate, and possibly life-long goal. How this will 
affect my manner of sexual expression is not import- 
ant to me, since I know that this expression alone 
is not the seat of my true identity. Achieving 
this state of living while living in a city is a 
great challenge for me which I have begun to enjoy, 
but it is not an impossibility. Overcoming the 
stresses imposed through city life actually strength- 
ens me, so that when I reach my goal this time, I 
will always be able to focus my attention on my own 
true state of living, regardless of demanding sen- 
sory stimulation of this patriarchal, sexually 
oriented culture. 


Pip Baldwin 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


FOOTNOTES 


1. I'm using the terms "celibate" and "celibacy" 
as a label for non-sexual oreintation in the same 
context that the terms "homosexual" and "homosexual- 
ity are used as labels for Lesbians and Gay men. 
Neither usage of terms is appropriate, but patri- 
archal culture labels everyone based upon biological 
sex and sexual expression alone. I do not yet know 
of a way to explain a frame of reference that isn't 
sexually oriented. 


2. We used to trot alongside rehabilitated Cape 
Buffalo while reintroducing them into the scorching 
savannah, and I could keep up with the ranger tribes- 
men with no effort. My awareness of the surroundinas 
was as sharp as theirs. One of my usual duties was 
to clean rabbits and guinea pigs in a barn, which 
involved loading dirty straw onto a wagon, about as 
long and a little wider than a 3/4 ton truck bed. 
This wagon had to be physically pushed/pulled over 
a slightly rocky incline to a dump where the contents 
were disposed of. It took about three trips to the 
dump to clean the barn, not to mention the replacing 
of old straw with fresh and the lugging of food and 
water for the animals. It was not uncommon for me 
to do this all myself, then bounce back eager for 
the next chore. 


3. Sexual sensations, when they appeared, were 
shadowy and I had no genital sensations at all during 
this time. I don't remember feeling sexual tension 
and I never masturbated. When I first thought about 
this, I became aware that my energy had shifted and 
somehow during that process, I was transformed. a 
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THE MysTIC Booy 


A COMMENTARY ON 
The Lesbian Body by Monique Wittig, Avon Books, $1.75 


Seven years after first publication, a paperback 
tumbles from a bookshelf and seeing Monique Wittig s 
name, recalling her resounding, "and if you don't 
remember, invent!" I bring the little book home and 
find myself lost in the fierce joy of discovery dis- 
tractedly stumbling through the next few days. Ques- 
tion not the timing, my sisters, rejoice in the synch- 
ronicity that Lesbian Body and I meet when love flows 
freely from woman through pen to paper else a quite 
distracted woman I would remain. 


Hauntingly beautiful, furious, boundless in desire, 
Lesbian Body speaks to me in the voice of mystic one- 


ness. Without bypassing the humanity Wittig glorifies, 


shreds and recreates, taking no least fragment of the 
body on which she lavishes such calculated eloquence, 
poetry and song with less than the full attention it 
deserves, I repeatedly found myself caught up into 
One who Is. I am in awe of art that breaking bound- 
aries of word, emotion and corporeal space, bursts 
the bonds of this woman-life, the very ferocity of 
the lived, spiralling love-desire spinning off into 
the infinite. Ahh, bear with me a latecomer and 
allow me this exultation - that women are writing! 

In a society that denigrates love of the mother, 
self, love of the flesh, love of women, Wittig writes 
resounding celebrative hymn; exploring the convolu- 
tions of love-desire, always with union as absolute 
dictum, reminding that the will to know transcends 
the will to live. A breath away from each other we 
view moist earth, grains of sand, overheated intes- 
tines and humic vulvas, other as self, self as other 
and in non-linear time these shift and reform, ves~- 
sels rupturing and rearranging, love in infinite 
capacity to create, tearing down, scattering and re- 
building the self. 


There being no real distinctions in divine rela- 
tions, every altercation, every love-coupling calls 
analogue from the anguished and rhapsodic writings 
of the mystics: 


Catherine of Genoa..."the fire of Love, which 
draws it to tis end with such impetuosity and vehem- 
ence that any obstacte seems intolerable; and the 
mone ckear its vision the more extreme its pain.” 


Gertrude Mone..."For that souk that hath set her 


whole Love and desine on thee, can never find any 
tue satisfaction, but only in thee." 


Catherine of Siena..."Now will I wed thy sout,- 
which shall ever be conjoined and united to me." 
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Mechthild of Magdeburg..."1 chased thee, for An 
this was my pleasure, I captured thee, {or this was 
my desine; 1 bound thee, and I nejoice in my bonds; 

1 have wounded thee, that thou mayst be united to me. 
If I gave thee blows, it was that I might be possess- 
ed of thee." 


Gertrude Monre..."0 Love, Love, even by naming 
thee, my souk Loseth itsels in thee...Nothing can 
satiate a reasonable soul, but only thou." 


Tenesa..."0h my delight, how Long must I wart... 
you wound and do not supply the medicine, you wound 
and the sone is not seen, you Rikl Leaving one with 
mone Life...being powerful you do what you will," 


The purity of the overwhelming passion joining and 
wasting through the pages of the book is the purity 
of One beyond whatever name we give, wishing to waste 
through the moments of our lives. 


I burn with desire and love as the combined light 
of a thousand suns and seeing whence this fierce love 
comes, rail at You that You reserve this right to 
stand thus, outside of, contrary and inaccessible to 
my seeking hands and wet cunt and as my eyes defy You, 
"burn me to ashes, a speck, a cinder blown nowhere on 
the wind!" You come, exhausting my cunt, consuming 
my waiting fingers, extinguishing the thousand suns 
in the limitless blaze of your Being. As I regain my 
eyes I see a woman sitting on a log and You, inesti- 
mable One, laughing from a million caught droplets 
of rain in the pine. ¢ 


morrigan mc cormick 
oneonta, new york 
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shoulders, to the point that my energy works against 
me and I come to consider it an enemy to my well- 
being. Earlier in my life I used prescription medi- 
cines daily to control the "tension" and ease the 
chronic headaches. Yoga is better as I become 
centered and in touch with my feelings. 


In the ancient yogic teachings energy is visualized 
as a network running through the body the way that 
blood courses through the circulatory system, except 
that the energy network is not material. Its total 
form is that of a subtle body interior to the physi- 
cal body. In the yoga belief system there are 
other subtle bodies interior to the energy body: 
the mental body, the wisdom body (or the Buddha 
nature), and the body that beholds god. These five 
sheaths surround the god consciousness and consist 
of deeper and broader understandings of who one is-- 
beginning with the physical body and leading to god 
consciousness. Many people get stuck on their phys- 
ical body and make no further progress inward. 
Others, like me, tend to ignore the physical body, 
concentration on the mental body or wisdom body. to 
the point that the physical body cramps and aches. 


Through the postures of hatha yoga I am able to 
center my awareness closer to my god consciousness 
encompassing awareness of my physical body and 
bring my energy body into my awareness too. This 
means I do not have to accept a lack of energy as 
beyond my control nor do I have to accept tension. 
I control my energy body and can feed it by certain 
postures. I can use visualization or meditation to 
free my energy in the areas it tends to stack up. 
The result is a sense of personal power -- that is, 
a sense of self control personal control rather 
than the feeling that I am in the back seat and 
someone else is driving my life. 


Within this energy system are centers of energy, 
called chakras, or wheels, and of these chakras 
seven are usually given primary attention. Modern 
spiritualists have visualized chakras operating in 
two ways. They can be more or less open, as the 
pupil of the eye dilates or opens to receive light; 
and they spin around, moving faster as the energy 
flows more freely. I find these visualizations use- 
ful. These centers can be located along the median 
of the body, as is the spine, so their placements 
are often related to the spine. These centers re- 
late to consciousness in that the first is a more 
primitive consciousness than the second, continuing 
in order. There is a transcendental step between 
the third and fourth. "Auras" emanate from these 
centers. 


The first chakra is visualized toward the base of 
the spine and is called the root chakra. The con- 
cern here is with survival, both as an intact body 
and as an intact ego. For most of us our society 
has evolved away from concern with remaining alive 
another day, but psychological survival can be an 
issue. I can think of times I have felt so threat- - 
ened as an autonomous being that my energy has sunk 
to the first chakra and the rest of me has filled 
with the emptiness that is primal fear. 


The area above my uterus is where I visualize the 
second chakra. This chakra is concerned with sexual 
drive -- not sex that is used for this or that, but 
innate sensuality that arises from reproductive in- 
stincts -- a pure animal/nature sex. Sometimes 
when I become sexually aroused I can feel this chakra 
dilate and spin. I could feel that long before I 
had the vocabulary of chakras. One of the marks of 
good, clean sex -- as opposed to sex for power -- 
is that it arises from this area. Many people to 
whom energy is manifested as tension use this chakra 
as a release valve. 
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Power over others, actuated through sex or any 
means, is the concern at the third, the sun, chakra, 
located around the solar plexus. The energy here 
is concerned with dominance and submission -- social 
power. Most of this society's energy is concentra- 
ted here. When I feel intimidated, oppressed, or 
dominated, I get an ache in this chakra. I imagine 
that this is happening because I have to subdue 
this eneray center in order to believe myself to be 
one-down to anyone. When this chakra is open the 
issue of dominance and submission is resolved, can- 
celled. Being freed from concern over one-upness 
or one-downness expands the consciousness and that 
consciousness together with the swell of energy 
from the open chakra is what enables one to tran- 
scend the ego and reach fourth chakra consciousness. 
Teaching women to hold in their stomachs is one way 
to squeeze this chakra and maintain the illusion of 
dominance and submission. One way to overcome ten- 
sion or stacked up energy at this chakra is to belly 
breathe -- and that is impossible in a girdle and 
long-line bra. It is my understanding that it is 
only by believing in dominance and submission that 
this illusion becomes a reality. When this chakra 
spins free and clear there is a grounding in equal- 
ity that opens the energy pathways to the upper 
chakras. 


The fourth chakra is located in the chest and is 
called the heart chakra. The resolution here is 
between "me" and "you" and is generally called com- 
passion. The consciousness offered here is that 
you and I are the same and what we are is god. The 
original purpose of moralistic religions must have 
been to transcend the ego and treat one another as 
if we were one, but much has been lost. I can 
"harden my heart" against someone and refuse to 
understand her, or I can put myself in her space 
and actually feel this chakra opening. I believe 
what happens here is that one's concept of reality 
changes in that other people become as "real" as 
oneself. 


If an open heart chakra is expressed as an out- 
flow of compassion, the fifth chakra, the throat 
chakra, can be expressed as an inward flow. This 
center is located in the lower neck and the resolu- 
tion is between mother and child. When this chakra 
is open I am my own mother in the best way. The 
result of this self-nurturance is creativity; the 
offering here concerns form. I can feel a tightness 
in my throat and even in my upper chest when I am 
not feeling loving toward myself, when I refuse to 
take care of myself in response to my needs. Open- 
ing this chakra separates me further from the illus- 
jons of our society. I realize it is worthwhile to 
devote time to myself, that I deserve to delight in 
my own company. I allow myself time to daydream, 
to learn from myself the meanings of this life, to 
see the ‘higher planes of form and energy. My concept 
of the world changes and it becomes a kinder place 
to be. 


The third eye, another name for the sixth, the 
brow chakra, is located above and between the eye- 
brows. I have two deep lines there from frowning 
when I block out the wisdom I have already learned. 
The energy here allows one to understand the cosmic 
plane beyond time and space, to have the wisdom to 
see the folly of all the "whys" and becauses". I 
worked hard opening the fourth chakra to see god in 
each human. Then I saw god in animals. I think it 
took another quantum leap, to the sixth chakra, for 
me to see god in a rock. At the sixth chakra one 
receives the wisdom of the universe. This chakra is 
also involved with psychic powers. Most people who 
accidentally stumble on these aspects of the sixth 
chakra have so much energy tied up at lower chakras 


that they lack control over their powers, or mis- 
understand them or tie them in with power plays or 
self-glorification. Great purity is required to see 
god clearly. 


The seventh chakra is on the top of the head, or 
just above it, and is called the crown chakra. When 
this chakra is open one merges with god. At the 
brow chakra one beholds god's truth and many people 
get stuck there, as many people get stuck at the 
fifth sheath where one beholds god, but there is one 
more step. I am now writing well beyond my personal 
understanding. When all the chakras are open and 
spinning, including the crown, one becomes that shin- 
ing spirit that the five sheaths encase. 


As I see it, power and energy are not the same. 
Energy is the basic unit in this real world. Atoms 
have no core of matter, I am told, as opposed to 
what I was taught in school. This pen is energy in 
constant motion. It is because there is order in 
the universe -- god -- that this pen does not dis- 
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NUMBER 1 


For fear in the pit of the stomach -- the third 
chakra -- breath into the fear. Fear is starving 
energy. Within the breath is the liberation oxygen, 
and the vitality that has no name in English be- 
cause science can't find it. The yogis call it 
prana. Balloon the stomach with colored prana. 

Pick any color that is appealing at the moment. It 
is not that colors aren't significant, but you may 
trust yourself to use the healing color that you 
need. You may find yourself inhaling one color and 
exhaling another; you may "change color" as you 
breathe. Breathe into the fear three or four times, 
then hold the breath and see the fear surrounded in 
colored prana. Bathe the fear gently as you would 
a baby, until it relaxes. The released energy 
flows upward to your breasts and your collarbone 
and your thyroid gland. Then the energy picks up 
the corners of your mouth in a smile that smooths 
your forehead. Oddly put, you feed your fear by 
starving it; you let it go by feeding it. 


NUMBER 2 


When you feel threatened, or feel that a loved 
one, your home, or a stranger -- any one or thing -- 
is in danger, you can make a shield. This is sixth 
chakra work. If your energy level is high you 
won't need to charge up, but just in case, here's 
how to get a charge. Find a bright spot, preferably 
reflected sunlight or the moon; candlelight or fire- 
light will do. I had great success once with a 
‘piece of asphalt shingle that had blown off the 
roof. I tilted it until a bright spot caught my 
fancy, then let the sun flow into me. Fix your 
gaze on the spot and just sit and breathe. Feel 
the combined energy from the air and the sun. Don't 
get impatient if your eyes won't stay still --it 
is a learned exercise and requires loving practice. 
Visualize your body filling with golden energy until 
you glow,and feel you could float. Now visualize 
the person or place -- for an easy example I will 
use the self. With visualized hands, bring the 
golden energy from the top of your head in long 
filaments that flow from the fingers. First to the 
front of the head, draw them down your face and 
flowing over the ground. Next bring the filaments 
down the back of your head and to the ground. Now 


solve or explode at any moment. I am energy. To 
consider myself as a body consisting of matter is an 
illusion. When I bring my energy into my conscious- 
ness, when I become my energy, I begin to see the 
god-nature of all things. This gives me a power 
over myself and over what I choose to believe as 
reality. When I choose, I will cease to see myself 
as energy, too. 


Social power is ingrained in our environments -- 
and was so prevalent in my family that I must have 
begun learning in utero. So I have spent a lot of 
time unlearning. What personal power does for me 
is to free me from vying for social power, assign- 
ing places in power structures, and becoming em- 
broiled in dominance and submission. What most 
people think of as power is a social game that 
wastes energy, ties up energy at the ego level, and 
hides from us the truth of who we are. a4 


Lynn.Rudloff, Age 31 
San Antonio, Texas 


each side, and if necessary, fill in between the 
four flows. Now with these majik hands, tuck in at 
the neck and the waist -- you are armoured. 


NUMBER 3 


Many Western writers associate chakras with physi- 
cal structures of the body. While it is not pro- 
ductive over the long run to limit the chakras to 
physical structures, there is work that can be done 
in this manner, especially on the glands, the endo- 
crine system. I described in Application 1 how one 
can relax the stomach area by 3rd chakra imagery. 
This can be directly attributed to the liver, which 
produces many substances, one of which is bile; and 
in this way, ulcers and less severe physical mani- 
festations can be averted. In a like manner, the 
4th chakra can open circulation to the heart and 
promote its health, and enrich the thymus gland, 
responsible for immunity. (There has been a belief 
that the thymus has no function after childhood, but 
I find this hard to buy. To not understand something 
is not at all the same as its having no function.) 

As a woman, I use 2nd chakra imagery to release 
energy that can cause uterine or ovarian (in a man 

it is usually prostatic) problems. First chakra 

work is helpful in colitis and related problems. 
Interesting effects can occur as a result of 5th 
chakra work. The structure affected is the thyroid. 
This gland is responsible for the rate of metabolism, 
which manifests as weight loss and gain and energy 
level. The work done at this level is self-love. 

I think one can eliminate over-eating and the fatigue 
associated with depression by self-nurturance. 

There are two glands located in the area of the 
brain. The pituitary, 6th chakra, produces hormones 
that influence the actions of other glands. It is 
called the "master" gland and it is responsible for 
growth. I believe it is involved in making a shield, 
Application 2. The pineal, 7th chakra, is another 
gland that has been thought to have no function, 
although recently scientists have been able to find 
a product and thus justify its existence. This 
gland is known to respond to light and has an anc- 
jent history associated with light. There are other 
glands and other chakras, and obviously I consider 
these physical and non-physical areas capable of 
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The thought-forms/energy we send out attract simi- “ 


lar thoughts/energy. This is the theoretical back- 
ground for psychic self-defense put into a nutshell. 


I did not know this, and for a long time thought 
my anger and fury, even my hatred, were important 
tools in my fight against men and patriarchy. I 
thought they would provide the energy for my fight 
as a lesbian separatist. Often I asked myself why 
other wommin would not see that we simply had to 
"fight back" against what was done to us by men. 


And then I fell seriously i11. This brought me 
jn touch with spirituality, and I let myself be 
taught ideas like the one about thinking and energy. 
I have been learning these things for a year now; 
have been taught to regard any nasty incident with 
men as something "I asked for," as a Challenge, as 
something to grow on, to develop my powers. Theo- 
retically this sounds very nice, but put into prac- 
tice this sentence asks alot. It says we are re- 
sponsible for what happens to us. Is that not a 
terrible threat to feminism? 


Well, let me tell you what happened to me and my 
womon friend the other day and then look at the 
question again. 


San Francisco. Summer. Golden Gate Park. Ulrike 
and I are sitting on a bench reading. I see a guy 
approaching, fumbling at his trousers. I instantly 
know he is an exhibitionist. I tell Ulrike. We 
are both terrified; she wants to leave at once, run. 
I say, "no", we have been learning/reading all these 
things about spiritual/psychic power, I want to use 
it now. I want to control this situation. I do not 
want to be driven away by this guy. This is a beau- 
tiful spot, I do not want to allow him to spoil it 
for me. I want to go on with what we are doing. I 
want him to go away. She stays. I keep talking, 
all the time keeping an eye on his hands so that he 
cannot do a secret move. He walks down the path 
nervously putting his hands here and there, not quite 
knowing how to get his thing out secretly. He tries 
to hold his jacket in front of his trousers and do 
jt behind, but I keep watching his hands, and all 
the time talking - in German - even as he passes 
one or two yards in front of us: 
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"I want to control this situation. 1 do not Aun 
away. 1 control the situation through my thoughts 
and my energy sent out by my thoughts. 1 do not 
hate him. TI am afraid, but I do not hate him. I 
give him no bad energies to hook his bad intentions 
on to. He is helpless. He 45 nervous. He does 
not know how to do it with my eyes on hin. 
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Now, having passed us, he stops, looks back. 


"Ho is nervous. He is discouraged. He 4s on the 
verge of going away. I do not hate him. I want 
him to go away.” 


Now he turns round, comes back. I keep saying 
sentences. When he passes a second time, his face 
shows utter helplessness, despair. I am not sorry 
for him, neither do I hate him, I just register 
these things and keep talking my magic formulas 
over and over again. 


"T want him to Leave. He is going. He 4s consider- 
ing going back to his car. He goes back to his car. 
He gets into his car. He Leaves." 


Finally he does leave in his car. We are both ex- 
hausted and shaking with fear for some time, but we 
are happy too. We have done it. We have controlled 
the situation. And soon our fear turns into sheer 
delight, for we can sit in the afternoon sun, stay 
at this beautiful spot we chose for our reading, 
could not be frightened away or infuriated, can go 
on with our work. 


"Fear is our worst enemy" was a sentence in an 
earlier article about psychic self-defense in Woman- 
Spirit (2:5). If negative thoughts/energies attract 
negative actions, it certainly is. Does this mean 
that patriarchy and its conditions for wommin are 
just a product of our brains? No, but it certainly 
means we can learn to have power over it - maybe 
more than we ever dreamt of in our "male" political 
struggles of "fighting back." With spirituality, 
feminism can grow into a new dimension. « 


Ute Wex 
Cologne, Germany 
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Take back the night! (chant) Too Long! Too Long! Wives being beaten, Children being abused, 
Too long! Too long! 


Women beina mistreated, seen as bodies to be used, Bodies to be battered, feared, adorned, or im-preg-nated 
Too Long! Too Long! Too Lona! Too Lona! 


Bodies without souls, Barely human, to be mated, Never free to walk alone without fear of vi-o-la-tion, Momen 
Too Long! Too Long! Too Long! Too Long! 


scream in the darkness in every city in our nation! 
Too Long! Too Long! 
Bright] AG C G 


(shout) Too Long! 
4, We won't 


jtime we'll take ac-tion,Voj-ces joined bring the light, We won't toler- ate this vio-lence, We will 
wait any lon-ger, We won't ask for our rights, We'll join hands with our sis- ters and 
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Take back the night! Take back the night! Take back the night! (shout) Tonight! 


We begin our seventh year of quarterly publishing 
with this, our 25th issue. Thank you for the love 
and sharing which has kept WomanSpirit alive--and 
which renews our energies for the daily care that 
requires. 


Sometimes we wonder if our goal of connecting women 
in a loving circle of consciousness raising and sup- 
port has been accomplished. Has women's spirituality 
been fully accepted in the women's movement? Ts dt 
time to move on to another project? 


Then your letters, your art work, your articles AND 
your subscriptions and orders for back issues arrive 
saying that WomanSpirit is crucial to your life-- 
and we resolve to complete another cycle....So--- 
Happy Six Years to WomanSpirit, and one to grow on! 


That "One to Grow On" could also mean the $1 more 
that a subscription now costs: $8 in the US and $9 
elsewhere. The Canadian and US Postal Disservices 
are losing our magazines like never before. We have 
to insure them so back issues to Canada will cost $1 
more per 4 issues (each volume). SORRY. 


Sales of back issues are helping us meet our infla- 

ting expenses. We want women to have full sets, yet 

$50 is so much money all at once that if you want to 
nay for them over several months that would be fine. 
Write us to reserve yours and when we have the full 

payment, we'll send you your set. 


Issues #1 and 47 are nearly gone so we will sell them 
only as part of a full set. All other back issues are 
still just $2, and back volumes are $8. (Special of- 
fers on Volumes 4 and 5 are expired.) 


The July meeting of the feminist photographers was 
incentive to fix up WomanSpirit's barn. We are enjoy- 
ing a beautiful, comfortable work space--a dream come 
true! The photographers also left us with even keener 
interest in images. Each photo in the magazine costs 
an added $8 in the printers bill, yet we can't seem 
to leave them out. Artists--please send us black and 
white drawings and save us from insolvency! 


"THE VOLCANO" has fascinated us all this summer but 
she has caused us no problems--only awe. 


Themes we suggest for the Winter issue: Ceremonial 
Clothing; Healing; Renewal; Aunts and Nieces; Stars 
and Astrology; Patience; Abortion and Miscarriage; 
Non-violent resistance. Deadline is November lst. 


28. ) 


On Lammas, Chris Carol responded to our invitation 
that she sing to the land. At sunrise she led five of 
us in an old English ceremony of protection, "The 
beating of the bounds". Complete with songs and alder 
branches, we walked the boundaries of Rootworks. and 
At dusk we were 26 women and girls in a circle at the 
Solstice Stone. We sang, shared, wished, laughed and 
shouted, ate barley cakes and sipped cranberry juice, 
giving thanks for our sisterhood and the first fruits 
of the summer garden. We ended with a healing circle. 


Our regular nightly healing circles have become ir- 
regular as our energies have lagged or been dispersed. 
We do intend to continue healing circles as our spirits 
respond to needs we know of. 


If you plan to visit with us, note that we are a 
“chemically free" and dog free space, and that we 

ask $3 a day from each woman to meet our expenses. 

We welcome visitors who can join in sharing our lives 
here. 


Caroline Overman who shared our lives from June 78 to 
to June 79 returned to Rootworks on June 24, 1980 for 
for another year. Already life is richer for her 
presence. Summer has brought the photographers and 
many visitors here. Whoever is here is part of our 
lives and we are exploring ways of keeping our smal] 
and flexible community centered in love, support, 
honesty and productive work. It is intense. 


We look ahead to a busy Fall season, harvesting the 
garden, completing our building projects, preparing 
for wintertime. We have accomplished so much in the 
short two years at Rootworks--we are tired and happy. 
Send us a "Happy Birthday Rootworks" on Hallomas 

and we'll remember you in our circle that night. q 


spirituality: Correct/ Incorrect 


As I drove into Rootworks I became filled with 
excitement and apprehension about meeting Ruth and 
Jean, these two womyn I had labeled as "spiritual 
visionaries." I was concerned that I would not 
appear "spiritual" enough. After all, I looked 
pretty average--shorts, birkenstocks, and a t-shirt. 
My only saving grace was a pendulum that hung from 
iy neck. And since it was the full moon, I half 
expected them to be in full costume for the occasion. 


It sounds silly now, but I thought I had a reason- 
able worry. If anyone was "spiritually correct", it 
would surely be the womyn who put out a magazine of 
the movement. 


Well, much to my surprise and relief, Jean and 
Caroline came down the road to greet us and they 
looked just like me! They didn't float, wear hooded 
gowns, or chant incomprehensible syllables. 


At dinner, we talked about this and shared in 
laughter about the images I had expected. As the 
discussion continued, I began exploring where I had 
come up with these ideas and the concept of "spiri- 
tually correct." It seems to have sprung from the 
all too familiar phrase of "politically correct." 
This in turn came from a time when we all realized 
the importance of political solidarity if we wanted 
to effect any real change. After we started to take 
care of things on the physical plane, we began to 
expand our spiritual awareness to deal with things 
on a different, and what some of us believe, perhaps 
a more effective level. 


The issue of being "nolitically correct" has 
bothered me for a long time, but the concept of 
“spiritually correct" touches me on a much deeper 
level. Although this phrase is not one that is 
used quite so commonly, it is an attitude that pre- 
vails nevertheless. Certainly I wondered what hap- 
pened to the concept of sisterhood when we spent 
time deciding who measured up to our political val- 
ues or not, but spirituality feels like an opening 
up of ourselves and acknowledging the significance 
of others on a whole different plane. It seems 
contradictory to me to be opening our hearts and 
closing them at the same time. 


I think that this concept of "spiritually correct" 
may have emerged with the growing popularity of the 
spirituality movement. Some wimnin seem to be 
"doing it" because it is a thing of the 80's. In 
this framework, then, spirituality has lost some of 
its true meaning. Womyn begin picking up techniques 
and following some mystical guru instead of looking 
within themselves. What seems most important is not 
how many healing circles a womyn attends or if she 
throws the I Ching every day or if her altar is set 
up correctly, but how she expresses herself through 
her spirituality. In dealing with the patriarchy 
we know that our spirituality is one of our best 
assets. While men are still hung up in their 
rational minds, we can be using the spiritual/psychic 
side of ourselves to effect change and recreate our 
own culture. However, this cannot come if we are 
merely seeing spirituality as a tool, but instead, 
expressing it from our centers, from our whole being. 


What saddens me is that I see, at times, wimmin 
scrambling around doing one "spiritually cool" or 


"spiritually correct" thing after the other and not 
taking time to integrate what they are learning or 
experiencing. When womyn feel a need to be doing 
all of the spiritually "in" things, I sense an atmos- 
phere of judgement. I don't think that womyn are 
always aware of this, yet it seems to exist. 


It is understandable, of course, after years of 
social conditioning that has pitted us against each 
other that we still have remnants of that competition. 
And after being taught for so long that we are the 
inferior sex, it is easy to see why womyn may still 
act out of that idea and latch onto gurus, healers, 
or new (actually old) techniques. Yet I am saddened 
by our self-oppression. It hardly fits together to 
be exploring a spiritual path and at the same time 
denouncing someone else for her lack of "correctness". 
In fact, I do not really understand how the two 
words, "spiritually" and "correct" can be in the 
same sentence. If one aspect of spirituality is 
recognizing that we are all one, all interlocking 
pieces of the universal puzzle, and that we as in- 
dividuals cannot be free until our sisters are also 
free, the attitude of judging others or ourselves 
is fighting what we are setting out to do. 


What's important is not how many spiritually cor- 
rect ideas or techniques we know of, but what we do 
with this awareness. Someone could appear "SC" yet 
if it is not coming from her center, if she is not 
living her spirituality, then it all becomes quite 
meaningless. Mostly I see this sort of thing going 
on among wimmin who are going through one technique 
after another, exploring everything from the pendu- 
lum to meditation to aura balancing. Used in con- 
nection with our own inner wisdom, these can be 
valuable tools. Otherwise they are nothing more 
than an artificial peek at what is inside. If we 
believe that we can effect change on the universe 
through the spiritual/psychic plane, then what 
really matters is how we live our spirituality. € 


Kate Blem 
Sunny Valley, Oregon 


THE WOMAN ACROSS THE RIVER 


Everyday she stands on the banks of the river as 
jt flows past and between us. We live on the other 
side, protected by the bamboo trees which arch above 
our heads like tropical fingers. Every day she 
comes to the edge of the river and waits. Some days 
she is naked, her large body glistening if it is 
raining, but under the sun taking on a different 
kind of light. We have never seen anyone like her 
before. Every day we come to the river bank and if 
she is there we sigh and hold hands, passing around 
the energy of our circle. ‘le want to speak to her. 


She is silent as the river bottom. Sometimes she 
smiles. Sometimes she is crying, or staring into a 
deep space she seems to have dug in the sky. Some- 
times she looks for a very long time into the eyes 
of one of us, and then we are very quiet. We know 
something important has happened, but since we have 
no name for it, we too must remain in the silence of 
not knowing. 


She is beautiful in her large body; she moves 
across the river like her own army marching. And 
yet she is graceful when she falls into the grass. 
We see her, and can smell ourselves what she must 
be smelling; the green summer growing closer and 
closer to autumn. 


We have our own dances and sing our own songs. 
We sit in circles and paint each others faces. We 
are surrounded by magic. The wind blows. The sumac 
itself uncovers the sky. Across the river from us 
a woman comes to the edge of the bank, uncovers her- 
self, and waits. We want to speak to her but we do 
not share the same language. 


And this enrages us! We do not share the same 
language! And yet we are women, do we each not have 
wombs which pull on us, which the moon pulls on? 
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Are we not full of the same womans dance? Is not 
our history similar? Do we not all have body scars 
from where our children were pulled forcibly out of 
us, thrown into the river? Have we not all watched 
as they were pulled down, falling away from us like 
skin, not to return? 


We do not share the same language. And so she 
sits in silence. When it is the dark of the moon, 
and this thought comes to us, then we rage! Our 
faces become red with fire! Are we not all women!? 
Do we not share the same scars around our wrists, 
around our ankles, around our foreheads, where once 
we were slaves? 


Our feet move in the dark; our heads become weap- 
ons against nameless things. The blood in our body 
is a liquid fire, and we burn. 


One day she comes to the river naked. She is 
bleeding. She slides her hand down her belly until 
it touches the blood. Then slowly she paints a red 
moon on her forehead. She sits on the riverbank, 
chanting words that seem older than we are, older 
than our grandmothers. We stop trying to know what 
the words mean. We listen. The words comes to us 
across the river like silver birds; her voice moves 
up and over valleys and rivers and we come too. We 
listen for a long time to her voice. The words move 
inside us like menstrual blood when it flows...how 
warmed we are. 

Again the woman across the river is silent. Every 
day she comes to the edge. When it is winter we 
wonder if she will make her way across the frozen 
flow to reach us, waiting, on the other side. q 


Martha Courtot 
Santa Rosa, CA 
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a set of two-syllable sounds 


a-a a'a aja aka ala ana ama apa 
u-u u'u uju uku ulu unu umu upu 
i-i iti igi iki ili ini imi ipi 
a-u a'u aju aku alu anu amu apu 
-a u'a uja uka ula una uma upa 
-i a'i aji aki ali ani amis api 
ji-a i'a ija ika ila ina ima ipa 
u-i u'i uji uki G> uni umi upi 
ji-u i’u iju iku iu inu imu ipu Ka'u, Hawai'i, 


mirrored 


in all 
most 


six tongues 
uli-sounds 
are 
wood water 
shape sound 
motion emotion 
kinship species 
opposites 


mirrored-sounds are 
complementary 
pagans do not talk 
the mother-tongue 
has no words 
only sound 


uddered-uttered 
sacredly 


before a pagan lets a sound 

come out-breath from the mouth 
it is formed backward mouth-closed 
on in-breath from the nose 


reader beware 


"the systematic segregation 
of the sexes, which prevailed 


throughout every phase of 
Polynesian life," * 


prevails 

among 
brown pagans 
everywhere 


when the whiteboy gets there 


'tis birthers who evolve 
transmit the mother-tongue 


three million years already? 


boys being banished 
from the breast-house 
when full formed 
forevermore 


* Mary Kawena Pukui, Ph.D. and 


The Polynesian Family System in 


Tuttle, 1972 


while birthers continue 

transmitting imprinting 

each babe-at-breasts 
new focused eyes and ears 


such a baby 
grows up seeing 
all that is as 
one big birther 


the sound called o 
lips o-shape 
turns into u 


heard in nature 
amona birthers in 
labor and ecstacy 


pagans deem o 
too sacred to say 


the e sound 

(say pay day) 

turns into i 

chant-sound _ 
only 


today in english 
u is 00 
coo goo moo poo 
or double-u 
how now brown cow 


iis ee ore 
she see me pee 


|o|O 
ae 
cjc 


sacred breath 
the vowels 
now are 
grunts connecting consonants 
gr-nts c-nn-ct-ng c-ns-n-rits 


we have lost 


the sound of meaning 
the meaning of sound 


we have lost our 
mirrors 


’ 
lived jdevil 
liverevil 
dog 'god 


whites 

all in europe 

'til recently 

speak many tongues 

while 

pagans apart 

tens of thousand of years 

all one 


how can this be? 


continued p 34 


2a 


“Paw a eau 


eu Pdi wed 


continued 
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U | 1-Sounds IN Six tongues 


spelled 
ulili, underlined below backwards 
u ili 
a <_— 
hawaii alaska mexico  Afriee indonesia australic 
deep ulipu ikupuli wil uli 
dark a uli uliniki }  aluli uli ugu ili 
red akuli uli- uli unuli = Juli ululi uty 
Water beodiesfu a uli uli amugu1i uli aluli 
usays} = lili akihuli uli uli uli 
woetness }a ululi ukuli ajimuli wlili uli uli- 
birth big-bellied  iluli ulaku ili ubiduli uli uku ili 
birthing ulinu ujuliki uli uli 
breast nursing) uli uli uli uli 
Soup mush wali uliki uli apuli ugu 
offer Seed, eat [a ukuli ulimu uli utuli ulipa ulili- 
wood wand| = ulili uv ili uli uli inuli 
Rania kindling uli usibuli uku ili amuli u ili 
hair u ili uili-] uli uili | akulu ili 
String thread au ili yl yuki | i amuli u ili 
hem seam ulina a uli inisuli uli uli 
£ oot F cotwear uli uliga uli uli uilia 
Stone, Sacred ulipuli ukuLi ituli aguli apuli ulika 
teoel, pointed | ahikuli uli a ulinalal —ulitu i uli 
Sh ape Fragment akuli “uli u i uli apuli ulipu 
Line groove uli ajuli uli uli} uguli 
tube ulipi uli- ulili umyLj -u ili 
Small round u ili- ukuli ibuli adunuli unuli 
Sound thunder wili i ukuli -uli uli uli 
mr dro ~uli uli uli umu i 
etaect.| ul usili uli iluli 
dancing Sinding Ulakulili uli uta au ili uli ulupuli 
tease ane a‘ inuli i ylivu uli ujuli liu ili 
We@al ~ iecate ran “uli ululi uli ulilapa 
ej sank -ulilu i ulitupi -uli amu Li -uli 
Ri sper 
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hawat't 
° swell 3 i 
motion notion make round ulikuli 


cut, cut-off ukuli 
4rack trapensnarq au il 
stvip peel scrape] ul 
tie bundle sheove ulina 


yope lash girdle | a uli- 


due stain paint uli uli 


cover Conceal disappe2 uli'i 
count messvre ikuli 
Shiver shake wlili 
overturn revott rebel| 2 uhuli 
Whirl revolve u ili 
move Qorekly wii 
emotion happy uli 
anary crazy upuli 


Sear wil 
ain ja'auili 
: es ull ukukuli 
opposite”! © eady Fae 
empty uli 
gone === 
Sick lame uli 
death 
meat ulikuli 
leather sinew -u ili 


bones guts 


hole vn ground 


ashes dost ipu uli 
procession assemb\y uli- 
Kinship ancestry uli. 


Species snakely'uy ili 


moose! ili 
chicken dove 
hawk Jiuuli 
Other ¥ 


Woece other , pege 38 


<<. 
alaska 


, a 
mexice africa indonesia australia 
ulinu unuli 
ipuli ukuli iduli ulili- 
uduli unuli u ilini 
ukuli wili uli 
uli uli u uli 
u ituli unuli a uli u iliji 
uli ui ujiduli uli jauliu 
ulili ukuli ubuli i uli- 
alamuli -uli uli 
audijuay tui uguid 
ina u ili anuli 
uli u ili Tull 
apuli uli amu li ulili- 
upakuli unuli 
i uliki ulu ili unuli u ili- 
uli uli ylili- 
ukuli -uli uli 
u ili ukuli ululi, uli- 
u isuli utuli ulini -uli 
ai uli utuli uli fi ukuliu 
ukyli yli- yli- 
uli inuli apuli ugu 
udu ili aluli u ili 
-uli y ili a uli uli- 
uli uli uli uli a 
jimuli ami ukuLi uli 
uliluli ulipi umuli lulupuli 
umuli uli ala uli uliji 
ajamuli uli uli- 
ikuli ukuli 
uli akuli uli ulikuli- 
ikuliji ululi 
continued — 
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continued 
o=u 
r=] to convert gre-words to uli-sounds 
picky see CONVEY SION page 38 
uli 
ulili underlined below spelled 
u us| backwards 
hawaitt alamke Mexilo africa 
deep kuljpo titkwokpuri tuut li li 
dark auli kuleynikihs | karore’ | cgal Li 
Y ed makole kuremeski lak obook Ji 
water b odies| mozuli ule naamugoore 
ways | kolili akihore mgr li 
Wetness | auloli otkoli | bachimure | pfoot lii 
birth big bellied 'io1i kurakuyel lik obedoli 
birthing kooreno | muchuriki | cgglle 
breast morsing poli koolem koore 
Sevup mush ko'ele palau oriki oleel 
offer Saod, eat maukolit oremun | kori cptg leem 
wooed wand) kolili koorzilek | chori gleek 
handle kindling aurek | gusebure | boolkweeri 
hair wili wiriboweame | bggli 
string thread nawele kuri gleke 
ven seam molina aglek | chinisure koore 
Sect estwear | Pali koglegat oren 
stone sacred | polipoli kutkule | bitori agulli 
tecl pointed pahi kgli orleak | gurinara | juule tagn 
Ssnepe fragmen makole aktektiwuliwek | more 
line ercovel moli | gachure oryeyo li 
tube kuretpin | moreniachi | oleere 
small vound| wili'oka'i kutkule | teburi ladunu 1i 
Sound thunder ko'ele tiurkoolek | uki raramuri, moor 1i 
; adr um| ipu heke'ole nwolik bvuulle 
mosic wiz SS. ETE kuseriara pyre 
dancing Singin hula kolili goliotta | awire oleen 
tease haze ha'inole tiorevun oree 
Mc gon a aosteewuli oloore 
“as even holoholo'glelo} tigretupen | neobosure amuuli 
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OY -words in six books 


<_—— 


indonesia australia 


4q 


kulejd 


uggnurep 


rabmules 
kowereb 


jabmurejd 


mungawiri 
pulyurulyuru 
maluri 

wird 
ngulyakari 


mul kuwiri 


tjapulyungu 


wurrily-yirani 


tjuwirri 


wakuluwiri 


wilt 


wiliya 
tjulingka 


tjulypu 


wanintjawiri 


corroboree 
tjiliwiri 


kuliylampa 


ee. . ; — 
hawaiti alaska mexica africa \ndonesia australia, 


aa otion ie ENE kolikoliko kaohckihcekogli oleeno ‘®/gnojtnorek 
cut, cut- of f pokole nituleskore | ripure wokg li 19 idures | wurrily-patjini 
track trap ensnarel kawili ewwog li pfoodg lee 24 gnodngres | wilinyi 
strip peel Scrape | ole oollettok | sukure o'elle at tureg 
tie bundle sheave} polena etulehs | buri oriio 22 turejt 
rope lash girdle paulinalina witure uunu lee 2% naulek | wiritji 
dye Slom pare | puulivli choriwe occidu li pulejt | yawulyu 
cover Canceal clisappeo koli'i | koreloo | poreri wekg li = 2s] gnubules | yuriyirani 
count measure |mikole nwolik aramuri akuurakuuri ole 
Shiver Shake] hulili | kurepooka | sawiriwa nyeero li 2 tuguleg 
overturn revolt rebel! auhuli otkolehcko | renawire katnoreb 
Whirl revolve | kuwili kurenawup | guri wiire an siwred 
move Gv rekly ulele 1 otawnolek | sapuri bolle 28] rapmoleg | wurrily-mani 
emotion happy ‘oli nitehcgogleyook obako leem 29) konores 
anary cragy pupule koyiklit | yoriki kooloyiile 3ejgnosgnoreb | wilyilpari 
fear weli aorehcke koore = 3 nureg | wurrily-yirani 
Pain {ka'a wili nuleakon | okori okayo li 3% ulign 
o0pe si e* ge ig okukuli agnule | suwire wokg 1i 97°] ~—hurules | mulyumani 
paisa ‘ole kupipetep | wisure oteg 1i ?"| gnuredneb | yalipatuli 
sick lame ngle koorekon | nayuri woto li 3 ulep | yulkulyy 
d eath orekaohs | mukure orimonole rdulypatjani 
meat kolekgle kagrehckaheken | rori rinu li 3e tjapulyungu 
Leather sinew fho'olu'u'ili kognules odweelle gnaluleb | wili 
bo nes aqvuts ewogli | reyasiburi| wi lyeel 37) nagrejd | ngulyamani 
Kole in ar oond kuretpin | hori bvuur lee 38) kurejt | ngulya 
ashes a ost lepo uli kureko | bemoreame | wekg 1i 34 kubres 
Procession assemb)u} huLiamahi nituhuli | norirore guribbe 4°] kopmolek | corroboree 
Kinship ancestry {ml - golitta | umuri kggre “| agraulek | kurritji 
Species Snake|o'o wili chachamuri! olii mulyukuna 
mouse| 'iole kitumnolek | chikuri okoreek 
chicken dove tori. akuuri kubrem | kurinkurinpa 
hausk | 'io-uli kurlik | sikorichi | oluuri 
ot her sad 
® sec other pege 38 oe Ps ae see books - abr ‘ca, Pege 38 


continued 
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continued 


Y 

water- fog mist steam, stormy rain spray foam snow blizzard, boiling spilling pouring flowing, whirlpool eddy, 
mud dew mildew, sticky gooey sweaty, syrup medicine food-drink 

birth- egg ovary foetus matrix, budding fruiting full-of-fruit, raising tending child 

wood- horizontal rod beam ridgepole, ladder lattice trellis tressle scaffold, driftwood, tree-stump 

string- complications-of-string cats-cradle snare 

tool- (needle spindle drill awl spear harpoon knife adze fishhook) 

line- wrinkle crease pleat, track trail path road, lightning, meteroite shooting-star, orion belt 

shape other- hollow, sharp-pointed, notched zigzag, bump peak summit, niche nook depression holey 

sound music- ankle-dance-rattle-or-bells, string instruments, trumpet-sound horn conch 
vocal- imitative sounds, mumble grumble, weep wail moan 
other- wind and water sounds, cumbrous movement, creak rustle shuffle thump thud, loud or much noise 

motion- aurora shimmer sparkle dazzle glimmer, writhe wriggle squirm creep crawl, embrace enfold encircle, 
stumble stagger reel trip snatch yank jerk hop jump slide, rub scrub soften, split stretch tauten, mill 
grind polish, stir mix blend, coil twist spin, swing sway undulate, flutter dangle, curve turn change- 
direction, rise climb float fly, fall drop sink to-ground, bow kneel prostrate on-ground, immerse dive 
fall sink swim in-water, chase seek, hide flee, vibrate tremble, tumble wrestle, fight struggle, swarm 
assemble, rebellion commotion frenzy turbulence, intermittant variable changing returning, earthquake 

emotion- sad grim pensive bewildered shocked astonished etc. 

opposite- small thin weak, big thick strong, broke unfit, perfect beauty, very old, very young, spoiled putrid 
decomposing, fresh recent new, sitting squatting, on-ground, upright standing, limp rubbery flexible, 
stiff rigid, squint-eyed, big-eyed wide-eyed glaring, blurry faded indistinct, prominant conspicuous, 
soft smooth, rough coarse, small measures, large amounts, lacking anything, dry (cf. water), silence 

(cf. sound), loafing idle (cf. motion), encounter face-to-face opposite, reverse inverse inside-out 

species- 4 to 16% of ore-words in each book are names of other creatures for example grass tomato chili-pepper 
corn bean grape peyote milkwood/weed, myrtle cedar fig fir, ant moth butterfly locust tarantula, lizard 
tadpole frog cowry crab turtle shark, sparrow puffin plover black-stork, bat squirrel porcupine skunk 
hyena kangaroo gazelle giraffe jaguar lion bear wolf (mammary-glanded only) 

other- all wounds inflammation scab scar, blue black-and-blue, deaf dumb mute, long-necked or legged, perceive- 
by-smel1, small boys (plural only), re teeth (cutting gnashing worn-out losing), re knee wrist elbow 
(hinged motion?), re wind (wet gusty variable howling whirlwind tornado), re fire (firestick blowing-tube 
burnt-black for cultivation, blow-to-fiery blaze), re smoke (signals curing cleansing), calabash gourd 
containers, fine weblike delicate detailed diligent difficult complex profound, disembodied-spirit ghost, 
east southeast, tribal name, knowledge science truth, faith belief morality, language mother-tonque 


Convery Ston ore-words to uli-sounds 


first- ignore consonants at start and end of word, "unvoiced" "without puff of air" "unaspirated" these show 
mouth opening and closing, and hide the fact that pagan sounds start and end auoor i 

second- take first vowel, and each next vowel plus the consonant immediately preceding it, if any 
except tj/jt, ch/hc, and africa-c = j 

third- convert to uli 


u 

0 i data 

uu 1 ii indo-} aus- 

00 11 e ore-words in book hawaiijalaska|mexicolafrica | nesia|tralia|totals 

S r ee 

oor =u rrp =i] eyp =i {total number 1363 } 327 468 529 

wu rl] iy number conforming * 1186 | 272 413 501 

wo rz yi percent conforming * 87%} 83% 88% 95% 
wwo yyi 

W y * conforming to categories in table including other 

books numbers are approximate 


hawai'i- Mary Kawena Pukui and S.H. Elbert, Hawaiian Dictionary, University Press of Hawaii, 1971, pp 1-357 
alaska- Roger Wells and John W. Kelly, English-Eskimo Eskimo-English Vocabularies, U.S. Government Printing 
Office, 1890, pp 29-65 (english-eskimo and eskimo-english as spellings vary between them) 
mexico- I. Thord-Gray, Tarahumara-English English-Tarahumara Dictionar » U. of Miami Press, 1955, pp 59-501 


africa- J.P. Crazzolara, A Study of the Acooli Language, Oxford University Press (for the International Insti- 
tute of African Languages and Cultures), 1938, pp 173-426 


g = inverted-e called "o-type sound", c=j, other strange symbols, irregular alphabetizing, the "part- 

icle" 1i systematically separated from other sounds such that of 529 ore-words in book, 70 are marginal 

entries (mainly nouns) whereas 459 are hidden under other so-called "words", see for example: 

1 1i lyaan, 2 céfl, 3 1i waai, 4 naam, 5 1i jwii, 6 11 meet meet, 7 cgglo, 8 gano, 9 cgtg, 10 bool, 

11 gwako, 12 agulu, 13 17 jiir, 14 17 kukuru, 15 1i gici gici, 16 lono, 17 nyanyo, 18 leeno, 19 1i tuup, 

20 pfoodo, 21 1i rfbd, 22 riio, 23 jiiko, 24 ciidu, 25 1i twic, 26 li kiny kiny, 27 wiiro, 28 bollo, 

29 kuuc, 30 koolo, 31 kooro, 32 1i kwiir, 33 11 kwick kwici, 34 1i room, 35 17 nyal nyak, 36 17 pfuut, 

37 geen, 38 bvuur, 39 kuur, 40 bvuca, 41 kggr 
indonesia- John M. Echols & H. Shadily, An Indonesian-En 
australia- Laurie Reece, Dictionary of the Wailbri 

1975, pp 1-152 


copyleft ) 


reproduce and circulate 
OXQXRD- 
WomanSpirit Box 263 Wolf Creek, Oregon 97497 lunasea, a ph.d. going pagan 
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lish Dictionary, Cornell Univ. Press, 1961, pp 1-383 
(Walpiri) Language of Central Australia, Univ. of Sydney, 


Joo powerfiit 4oe Ge riamead 


My house sits on the margin between forest and 
meadow dwarfed by tall fir trees. In the tree- 
tops whole communities live; squirrels, woodpeckers, 
racoons. They must be able to see the ocean from 
there -- a hundred feet up. The house nestles 
against the columns of trees as a shy child leans 
into her mother's legs, looking out at the world, 
placid with the reassurance of her mother solid 
against her spine. 


My house and I have become one. Is it I who 
made this house or the house which made me? I 
also have been crouching with my back to the woods, 
looking out hesitant into the open meadow. But I 
am moving now. There is something in me stirring. 
Something both wise and innocent. It has no name. 
I am glad of that. When experience has no name I 
trust its magic. If it is nameless, that is be- 
cause it is fluid, changing, moving, resisting 
static definition. The will to name, speak, under- 
stand, tugs at me. The words power, magic, love 
and wisdom come to mind. But these are old words 
much used and I fear their presence may cloud and 
confuse rather than illuminate. 


What is this craving to speak the unspeakable, 
to write about that for which there are no words? 
It is elusive this understanding; without words 
it has no tether. Shall I invent world? Claim 
the power to name my own experience? 


August is a flat, hot month. In September 
there is a stirring, as there is a stirring inside 
of me. It is almost cool in the house. Air drafts 
through the window screens, lifts the curtains, 
scatters my papers. I am glad of the change. I 
twirl in slow circles to the sound of wind in the 
trees. I want to spin and spin until I become 
movement itself, become wind, become inseperable 
from this stirring. 


This morning I was moved to go into the meadow, 
naked in the dawn. Since the rain, a carpet of 
new grass, vivid green and fine as kitten's fur. 
Two owls hooed to one another across the valley. 

I imagined they were conversing about the pres- 
ence of this strange woman out in the cool, sweet 
early light. Then they fell quiet, and it seemed 
the whole valley grew silent. Even the trees held 
their breath as the sun slowly seeped up in the 
east, then broke dazzling over the quarry, flood- 
ing the valley with light. I was temporarily 
blinded. As I stood there spellbound in the bril- 
liance, it seemed my body opened, took in the 
light through its pores, through eyes relaxed 
behind closed lids, through my belly, my thighs, 
breasts vulnerable. There was nothing but the 
brilliance and my drinking it in; the warmth on 

my face, the cold, wet grass under my feet. I 
sank to the ground, stretched out face down on the 
earth and heard the day break open, felt the earth 
breathing under me. Somehow it seemed as if I was 
soaking the essence of earth itself. I rolled 
over and over. The dewy grass wetting my hair, my 
face. And for awhile I was lost in the present, 
became nothing but the experience. 


Suddenly self consciousness rushed in as light 
from an opened door, It began with the need to 
name the experience. Where there had been nothing, 
there were now words, cold, dawn, woman, body, 


nakedness, light. I was no longer innocent. With 
the words there cane a sense of loss. The purity 
was already gone. I had named the experience. 

And I realised that before it was named it had 
seemed more holy, more powerful, more part of the 
course of life. 


Again and again I become aware that some things 
are too sacred to be spoken. Even in writing of 
this, I feel uneasy to be condemning to print 
something so utterly personal and spiritual, like 
a tourist taking snapshots in a mosque. Later 
when I came inside, I thought of my friend Janet 
who birthed last week. She had planned to have 
her baby at home and invited some women to film 
the birth. Friends were gathered, cats watched 
from high beams, her small daughter asked questions. 
She was smiling at first between contractions, then 
frame by frame she began to pour herself into the 
moment, becoming stripped of all artifice. She 
was sweating and groaning on her hands and knees, 
pushing her whole being into it when the wet black 
hair of her baby's head was crowning, her vulva 
was stretched to splitting, her eyes shone with 
fierce concentration. Clearly nothing existed for 
her then but the experience. 


The thrill of witnessing life at its most raw, 
most powerful was overwhelming. Just to be in her 
energy field charged me. I could no longer be 
separate; my body surged and strained with hers, 
adrenalin in my blood, heart leaping under my 
breast. When the contractions came faster and 
stronger she held up her hand to the camera. "No," 
she said between contractions, "no more filming!" 


This morning I came in from the meadow into the 
warm house, made tea, sat naked by the wood stove 
in the wicker chair and understood more deeply the 
significance of her doing that. She had known 
what was happening was too spiritual to contain 
on film, too sacred to be condemned to a moment 
i time, too powerful to be named without something 

ost. 


I thought of the sunrise. I had not been think- 
ing "ritual". What happened was as intuitive and 
natural as the owls calling. But sitting by the 
stove, still wet with dew, I realised it had been 
a spontaneous ritual, a purification, a washing 
away of everything superfluous, an adieu to that 
which is passing, a welcome to all that is to be 
birthed. It had sprung from the deep pure place 
in me which is erotic, a source of womanly power 
a source of ritual. And that place is better left 
unnamed. 


/ The day following this, a neighbor dropped by 


with the American Indian Newspaper: Akwesasne Notes. 
I read, "The door of the hogan faces East because 
birth takes place in the East every day. As the sun 
rises it produces light. The hogan's open door lets 
the light rays enter because these rays have their 
own power. East is light and birth and contains the 
process of thought." 
Then I remembered writing, "My house and I have 

become one"...and "it seemed my body opened, took 

in the light..." ¢ 

Ray Gwyn Smith 
Santa Cruz, California 


An excerpt from "Mothergrove", a book in progress. 
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McGraw Hill, New York 1979. 
Signet paperback 


Abra 


A basic goal of our feminism is that women must be 
free to make choices. Joan Barfoot's hera is pro- 
grammed not to make decisions, but to move dream- 
like into what she imagines she is choosing: a mar- 
riage, a job, and later--children. None of it is 
very real to her, all of it is demanding. 


Her husband has had many choices, not just those of 
the roles of husband, lover, father. He has chosen 
and he has accomplished. He is rooted in his choices, 
which gives him deep satisfaction and a solid place 
to stand. He even knows what's good for Abra. 


For example, early in their marriage, her grandmother 
dies and leaves $30,000 to Abra. He insists it be 

put into a savings account for the children's college 
education. Even though it annoys her husband, Abra 
insists that the account be in her name alone. She 
doesn't understand why, but she insists. 


Abra tries to find in her marriage and family all 
the satisfaction that her husband finds in his many 
worlds, but it becomes more and more difficult. She 
becomes severely depressed. She turns to her past 
for sustenance. She tries to get in contact with 
her high school girl friends, and is haunted by the 
report of the suicide of one--a married mother of 
three. 


Every morning, :her husband and children off to work 
and school, she reads the paper from cover to cover 
while she drinks her coffee. Then she goes back to 

bed till they come home. She is detached even when 

her family is there. She can give them what they 

need of her without being "there" -- and sees that 
they don't even know of her detachment. She enacts 

a ritual suicide, replaying up to a point her friend's 
death. She is thirty two. She does not know that 
she is on a spiritual quest. 


One morning while reading thé classified ads, she 
sees a piece of country property is for sale. Some- 
thing clicks. Though she has found it almost impos- 
sible to make a phone call or to leave the house, 
she now decides to call the number. The owner takes 
her to see it. As she walks into the cabin she knows 
she has come home, into a real world. Hers. 
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She has made her choice. She is alive and selfish! 
Her life is now full of meaning. Quite efficiently 
and with some guile, she arranges to buy the prop- 
erty, paying for it out of her inheritance. In 

the last three days, she takes care of her children 
(now 9 and 11) and her husband, and on the third 
day she leaves them to care for each other. She be- 
lieves she has left no clues, but her husband finds 
her within the year. He cannot persuade her to re- 
turn to the death-in-life that their happy marriage 
had been for her. 


But we have all heard this before. What grips me in 
this book is the person Abra becomes in the nine years 
she has lived alone. She has learned self-reliance, 
getting in all her wood for the harsh winters, raising 
most of her food in her garden, freezing and canning 
for the winter. She learns how to survive her 711- 
nesses without anyone to care for her. She discovers 
within herself a creativity she never knew, She 
learns to live without "time", observing the changes 
of light, temperature, the turn of the seasons, She 
becomes a part of the rhythm. She lives with the 
other beings around her, the trees, birds, animals, 
and stones. She learns deeper lessons, ones beyond 
words. And she no longer needs words as she finds 

her unity with the earth. 


Nine years later, Abra's daughter comes to find her 
mother, angry at being deserted, wanting her "mother" 
back. The concept of "daughter"? Abra has almost 
forgotten what that is. They spend much of a summer 
together. Abra is tempted. Finally she knows she has 
saved her life by leaving all those demands. She has 
learned to survive by choosing herself. 


This book had a terrific impact on me. It is MY life 
up to a point. I too was tracked into a job and marri- 
age though my true choice was poet and writer. I too 
went through years of depression because I was con- 
fined to the house with only the phone for a lifeline 
out of my isolation. Eventually I too got out-- 
though not as easily as Abra, and I took the responsi- 
bility of raising four children with me. 


My daughter is also eighteen. She has not lived in a 
nuclear family since she was two, and has not lived 
with me since she was twelve. When we visit, it is 
difficult for both of us. She is angry and [ am hurt; 
I am angry and she is hurt. We are finding a new way 
and it is painful. 


In the end, Abra and I have made the same choice. She 
recognizes she cannot go back into her daughter's 
world, it can never be a real chotce for her. She 
chooses to stay where she is real. In daughter Katie's 
eyes, Abra is crazy, a mad, isolated woman, a selfish 
one who chooses herself above: giving and being given to. 


I realize that this is an upper middle class book and 
that Abra's is an individual solution. The husband is 

a stock broker, the house sits on an acre of city land, 
she has a grandmother wealthy enough to leave her 
$30,000 which she can put in the bank for 13 years! 

All this is necessary to accentuate the meaninglessness 
of her material comfort and eventually to free her for 
her inner journey. This book is a metaphor and can 
not be an economic guideline for many women. 


Having shared all this, I must also say that the story 
is excellently told. Joan Barfoot is a writer of the 
caliber of Margaret Atwood, and at times I was reminded 
of Surfacing. But Abra is not that book. Abra is her 
own woman with her own choices and decisions. A hera 
that I will not soon forget. 


Ruth Mountaingrove 
Sunny Valley, Oregon 


a tlantis 


She cried, "I think I've found the lost Atlantis!" 
Waist deep in waves, 

Hair streaming 

Fiery eyes 

Arms wildly gesturing behind her 

To a tipped and foundering boat, 

bobbing like a buoy above the 

mysteries beneath. 


She said, "I dived so deep and long 
air tanks became useless 

and unneeded. 

I breathed water. 

Free. 

Pressure was unheeded. 

Monsters disregarded. 

No longer caged by darkness, 

I saw all things lighted 

from within". 


I approached, silent, 

supported her climb 

from clinging waters, 

stripped black rubber suit 

from exhausted limbs, 

cupped my hands under her tears- 
precious jewels 

from the returned explorer. 
"Sister, what did you see?" 


She said, "I saw a mountain 
spired and castled, 

roads paved and gleaming, 
High crescent altars, 

bulls blood streaming 
under crosses. 
Whispers-crying 

‘Mighty Goddess, Hear us'". 


She said, "I felt fires' warmth 
and saw it glowing. 

Bright mosaics, 

urns and jars of ointment 

Halls and rooms furnished, 

red curtained 

all complete, 

brightly lit and empty 

all deserted". 


She said, "I saw the shadows of many sisters, 
Flashing by mirrors, shapes of hero women 

long robed. 

Breasts showed bare in strength 

not weakness. 

Voices awesome with experience, growth, and power, 
Eyes love filled- 

gleaming. 


I closed my own and found myself drifted to the surface, 


washed ashore". 


I held her shaking body, 

head down, 

weeping silently beneath my breasts, 
and closed her eyes 

when breathing ceased. 


I stood and watched her little ship go down 
and felt the unseen presence ~ 

of the sunken Motherland - 

rooms of parchments, 

statues, 

paintings, 

voices. 

All Yost... 

Or only waiting. 


I cried, arms stretched, hands reaching, 
"Oh Come back! 

Rise up, huge flanks water dripping 

like some emerging under water beast. 
Why are you waiting?" 


"Are you waiting 'til we have more numbers? 
Or until we are more worthy? 

A matriarchal millenium, 

the female second coming?" 


“Or are you waiting for us all 

to join you in the depths? 

Casting aside our ingrained inabilities, 
Our fears, 

and diving deep, breathe 

in an alien element". 


"Or do you wait in women's minds: 
No longer substance 

bulk lost beneath years of 
conquered women, 

volcanic ash, 

tidal waters or 

whatever patriarchal gods and men 
thought suitable for burial. 
Tangible only when we recreate you". 


"Why are you waiting? 
Rise up. My life is short, 
I stand here dreaming". 


Rachel Walker 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


the tides tum 

and xeturn 

"in owt bLood" now 

"in out genes” anyone 

who's Greek Italian German 
African British Irish 

Indian Spanish Semitic Asian 
Lunan tides in the salt sea 
Mnemosyne 


Susan Jordan 
Williamson, New York 


SEEING THROUGH WOMANE YES 


REVISED HISTORY 


In the old days they were at peace with themselves. 
With the earth and the sky and the sea they were one. 


They danced their joy; their supplications they 
chanted. And the Mother blest them. With abundance 
of fish and fruit, with jewelry of petals to weave, 
with thatch to cover them and fronds to gird them 
and gourds from which to take their meals. They did 
not want. There was no shame. 


But the age passed with the coming of the great 
boats. With the coming of the white god/man. With 
the coming of Cook who lies buried in the sacred 
soil, a desecration. Worshipped as a god, he pre- 
sumed to be one. But his nature would not allow it. 
His wrath revealed him. In killing he died. In 
killing he was killed. 


But the white men who were not gods came again 
relentlessly. ._In search of riches. In search of 
souls. To be owned by their god, the one they had 
created, the man-god who is separate from, who can- 
not be trusted to walk alone at night, to live with- 
in a tree or a flower or the stars, but must be 
locked within four-walled churches. Sundays are 
visiting days. He is allowed visitors. But since 
they do not cherish their god, since he is separate 
from them, since he is unlike them and they are 
afraid and they are arrogant, they must be forced 
to visit him by prohibitions and dire warnings. 

This god, this white man's image, they brought with 
them. And locked within the four-walled churches 
of their making. He would not live with the people. 
And this god, they said, enjoined them to pronounce 
and rule and save the heathen soul. And the women 
must cover themselves, it said. And they must dress 
in woolens up to the neck, down to the wrists, cov- 
ering the ankles. This is a strange god, the women 
said, who fears/hates the breast that nursed ss so 
that it must be hidden in shame. : 


Hawaii. Land of the Goddess. Land formed by the 
Goddess. Informed by Her. Imprinted by Her hand. 
Great Goddess, Pele! 


Her face in the cliffs we see. Her name whispered 
by the wind in o'hia trees we hear. Her touch in 
the mountain-crumbled sand we feel. Her breath, the 
bile emitted from Her great mouth in uprooted trees, 
jin moonscape we see, smell, touch, hear, know. 

Great Goddess, You cannot stomach what they've done. 
And still You form. And still You inform all. 


They have denied You, my Goddess. Encircled You 
in chains of macadam. Cut and scarred Your immortal 
face, Your nurturing breast. Implanted metal in 
Your womb, Your heart, Your limbs. Furrowed Your 
brow, Your belly with their little boys' toys, im- 
planting their seeds. Forgetting to propitiate, to 
honor, to beseech...Your blessing. They turned 
from You in pagan disbelief, in arrogance of their 
pitiful power, the power You allow, laugh at. 
Caused one of Your own to defy You. Immortal 
Sacrilege! 


Still You are not quiet. Still You show Your 
power. Turning solid rock, the solidity they wor- 
ship, to burning, searing, firey liquid, destroying 
their man-made world. Still You show the way. To 
us, Your daughters, Your worshippers. 
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THE SANDWICH ISLANDS 


And they were taught shame, the women. And they 
were taught lust, the men. And they forgot the God- 
dess. And gave Her homage to another. And She re- 
treated into her pit to wait. 


But some of the people refused to honor their 
white father god. In the night they prayed to Pele. 
In their chants they sang Her praises. In their 
dance they honored Her. And the men who were not 
gods spoke of decorum, that the white father god did 
not like vibration, undulation, that staccato drums, 
the beat of life, the soul screaming did not please 
him. And the dances were modified and the songs 
made hymn-like, muzack to the white father god's 
ears. But the words of the chants remained un- 
changed because they were the people's own and the 
white men who were not gods could not understand 
and didn't know. 


So they brought a young girl, a princess of the 
royal line. And they baptized her and made blank 
her memory and filled it in and filled her with the 
spirit of their unholy god. And caused her to be 
an example to her people, to deny the Goddess and 
the Ancient Ways. And even now they praise her for 


- her courageous act of treason in descending to the 


pit, in defying the Goddess. But the Goddess is 
silent only. She is not dead. She waits. 


And the white men who were not gods brought mal- 
adies and disease and hierarchies and organizations 
and industry and exploitation and the need for cheap 
labor. And the people died. The pagan, heathen, 
native people died. Of the white man's disease. Of 
the white man's curse. But the goddess had retreated 
to Her pit and She would not hear their cries which 
they were forbidden to utter. She waited. She waits. 


judith armatta 


In violence You show Your power. To awaken. To 
speak to us. To drown the idolators. To destroy 
their roads which chain You. Their cities which 
burden Your blessed shoulders. Their cultivated 
fields which domesticate Your wildness. Karma-- 
the great universal law of justice--You show us. 


How the earth will right Herself. And rid Her- 
self of Man's depredations., man's sacrilege. 


Oh, Great Goddess Pele, Goddess of Fire, Goddess 
of Earth, Goddess of Cleansing and Renewal, Great 
Mother, Creatress and Destroyer, accept the homage 
of Thy daughters! \q 


judith armatta 
albany, oregon 


oLcANic 
' (AN) CONCLUSIOny 5 


Like the volcano, I am boiling inside. 
volcano, very slowly, I am rising in anger. 


Anger and more. I am changing/re-newing. Deep 


inside the earth there are places where the crust, 


the deep edge of the ocean floor, melts and then 
slowly rises, warm and rich with minerals and new 
life. Inside, moving slowly, new-forming rock 


melted down and consolidated, a material forms hard 


and more durable than my prior surface. 


I no longer fit this old shell. 
is looking for a way out. Perhaps I will use one 
of the old spouts, used last 'century' or so-- 


these old paths are easier, left open from earlier 


times of fury/re-casting. 


Some of these are patterns I no longer want to 
use. And I have plugged them up. But now, under 
the pressure of this boiling change inside of-me, 
some of the vents are opening, and the steam is 
escaping through them. I am burning the tender 
trees, newly grown over the old sores. It tears 
and shakes me to see the effects, but I know deep 
inside larger changes are happening. 
in ways that far surpass the minor mis-directed 
eruptions. 


My brain is rocking. The constant earthquakes 
have threatened my foundations and all the trap- 
pings of my external sides--my facades. I am not 
the stable constant slowly growing mountain any 
longer. For years my image has been the same 
(though the wind and rain of daily time has found 
the soft, unsure places and eroded them), and now 
I am unstable. My future is unknown and forming. 
Not I nor anyone can predict the timing or shapes 
of my changing. 


And this is not the first time. ¢ 


Virginia Woodruff, 29 yrs. 
May 12, 1980 Eugene, Oregon 


These pent-up feelings were released May 18th, 
like a heavy burden lifted...before I found out 
Mount St. Helens had erupted. 


Like the 


My anger/growing 


I am changing 


VOLCANO pRAYeR 


All right, Helen. Saint Helen. 
I too, a Helen. 

And I have clamored for She-gods. 

So here you are. Tracing ash trails on green lilac leaves, 
dancing epiphany with an entire region... 

I take you personally. I admit: 

Sometimes the tears insist, like magma they will not stop 
hot molten sadness boils over the rim 

sending up columns of brain tissue cloud. 

Sometimes I explode, I do understand. 


Holy Helen. 


Namesake beauty, namesake terror, 

Is it with you as it is with me? 

Eruption subsided, pressure relieved, 
faced with clean-up, damage repair, 
the asking of forgiveness. 

Pardon, do I hear your remorse? 

Sixty-five dead or missing 

The forest creatures driven dead or mad. 

Unclear who should appease whom. 

They say you may not be done. 


They say the moon may pull your tides of fire again. 
Your message is Clear: the planet is in charge. 
Pardon, I am willing to beg-- 

Leave us be now. 

Your holiness is without doubt 

You are the most lively of saints 

Beatified surprise. 

You are your own rumbling temple 

and we are full of awe. 


Bethroot 
Myrtle Creek, Oregon 


Fire on Mt. Saint Helens 


Awake, the Raven 46 calling. 
Rise up women, arise. 

Awake, and ckaim your new name, 
Rise and saik the skies 


When there's Fine on the Mountain 
Flood in the dale 
Rise up women from the grave... 


Deep in the grove we are dancing. 
The earth quakes beneath our feet. 
I feel the mountain moving. 

Be ready, Patriarchy, for defeat 


There are towers of Man in the valleys 
And noads of Man on the heights. 
There ane walls across the rivers 
Beneath the Sea they shall Lie 


When there's Fine on the Mountain 
Flood in the dale 
Rise up women from the grave. 


Winter Solstice #6 


I wrote this song during a visit to my tree, Naia. The mess- 
age of the song seemed to come from her. "The earth will not 
lie still and let herself be raped and then killed. She will 
rise up in anger." When I would sing the song for people, they 
they would ask me, "What does it mean, Fire on the Mountain?" 
I would answer, "It means a volcano erupting." They would 
laugh and respond incredulously, "You mean Mt. Hood's going 

to erupt?" I would say cautiously, "Mt. Hood or Mt. St. Hel- 
ens. I don't know." But I felt danger in the North. 


On March 25, 1980, an article appeared in the Oregonian about 
about increasing quake activity on Mt. St. Helens. On March 
27, 1980, the mountain erupted for the first time. Ash and 
steam eruptions continued throughout the next month. On May 
18, 1980, the mountain exploded, leveling a 15-mile arc north 
of the mountain. All the trees were laid down like matchsticks. 
The 9,677-foot peak is now only 8,400 feet high. Some 50 
people are dead or presumed dead. Eastern Washington was 
covered six inches deep with ash, and the cloud from the 
eruption reached round the world.Flash floods raced down the 
Toutle River, and Spirit Lake was dammed by a mudflow.The 
water in the lake is 9 F. On Sunday, May 25, 1980, an erup- 
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tion carried ash which fell on Western Washington and 
Oregon. Mt. St. Helens is still restless, and scien- 
tists cannot say what her next move will be. 


There are many precedents to the eruptions of Mt. St. 
Helens in legend and literature, and other women have 
had visions. A friend of mine reported she awoke 
around 3:30 in the morning on May 18th. She was dream- 
ing the volcano had erupted. Five hours later, at 8:32 
A.M., the great explosion hit. 


J.R.R. Tolkien, author of The Lord of the Rings (from 
which I take my name, ceodate wrttee OF a voTCaNG 
called, significantly, Mt. Doom. My namesake, Frodo, 
carried an evil ring that was Power, to be destroyed 
in the fire of the Cracks of Doom beneath the summit 
of the mountain. On March 25, 3019 of that world, 

the ring was destroyed and the mountain erupted. 
Tolkien's vivid description could as wel] be of our own 
Mt. Doom: "Above the ridges of the distant mountain 
another vast mountain of darkness rose, towering up 
like a wave that should engulf the world, and about it 
lightnings flickered; and then a tremor ran through 
the earth, and they felt the walls of the City quiver. 
A sound like a sigh went up from all the lands about 
them; and their hearts beat suddenly again."* Tolkien 
correlates March 25th in the calendar of that world 


L 00-wit’s 


Long ago, when the world was young, all people 
were happy. The Great Spirit, whose home is in the 
sun, gave them all they needed. No one was hungry, 
no one was cokd. 


But after a while, two brothers quarreled over 
the Land. The older one wanted most of it, and the 
younger one wanted most of it. The Great Spirit 
decided to stop the quanrel. One night while the 
brothers were asleep, he took them to a new Land, to 
a country with high mountains. Between the mountains 
slowed a big river. 


Then the Great Spirit built a bridge over the big 
river. To each brother he said, "I have built a 
bridge over the river, 40 that you and your people 
may visit those on the other side. It will be a sign 
of peace between you. As Long as you and your people 
ane good and {riendly with each other, this bridge 
04 the Tahmahnawis wikk remain." 


Tt was a broad bridge, wide énough for many people 
and many ponies to walk across at one time. For many 
snows the peopke were at peace and crossed the river 
for friendly visits. But aftera time they did wicked 
things. They were selfish and greedy, and they quar- 
nelked. The Great Spirit, displeased again, puntshed 
them by keeping the sun from shining. The people had 
no $ine, and het winter rains came, they were cold. 


They began to be sorry for what they had done, 
and they begged the Great Spirit for fire. "Give us 
fire, on we will die from the cold," they prayed. 
The heart of the Great Spirit was softened by their 
prayer. He went to an od woman who had kept hersels 
from the wrongdoing of her peopke and 40 stihl had 
some £i1e in her Lodge. 

"TK you wtll share your fire, I will grant you 
anything you wish," the Great Spirit promised her. 
"What do you want most?” 

"Youth and beauty," answered the old woman 
promptly. "I wish to be young again, and to be 
beautiful!" 


"You shall be young and beautiful tomorrow morn- 
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to March 27th in our own. March 27th js the date of 
the first Mt. St. Helens eruption. 


The May 25th eruption, which dropped ash on the Port- 
land area and Western Oregon and Washington, occurred 
on the Sunday of Pentecost. In the Biblical account 
of Pentecost, Peter quotes the prophet Joel's apoca- 
lyptic vision: 


And in the Last days it shall be, God declares, 
that I wikl pour out my Spirit upon all flesh, 
and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, 
and your young people shall see visions, and 
your okd people shall dream dreams...and I will 
Show wonders in the heaven above and sisns on 
the earth beneath, blood, and fire, and vapor 
of smoke; the sun shall be turned into darkness 
and the moon into blood... 


Fire, wind, blood, smoke, darkness, the presence of the 
Spirit and the coming of prophecies and dreams are all 
connected with the eruption of Mt. St. Helens. 


"Mt. St. Helens" is the white man's name for the moun- 
tain. Yet even this name hints at the spirit of the 
mountain. She is definitely female, and the name Helen 
means "spark" or "light." The name for the mountain 
among the Klickitat Indians was Loo-wit. 


S tory 


ding," promised the Great Spirit. "Take your fine to 
the bridge, 40 that the people on both sides of the 
river can get it easily. Keep it burning there always 
as a neminder of the goodness and kindness of the 
Great Spirit.” 


The old woman, whose name was Loo-wit, did as he 
said. Then the Great Spirit commanded the sun to 
Shine again. When it rose the next morning, it was 
surprised to see a young and beautiful maiden sitting 
beside the fire on the Bridge of the Gods. The people, 
too, saw the fire, and soon thetr Lodges were warm 
again. For many moons, all was peaceful on both 
Sides of the great river and the bridge. 


The young men also saw the fire--and the beauti- 
ful young woman who attended it. They visited her 
often. Loo-wit's heart was stinnred by two of them-- 
a handsome young chief from south of the river, whose 
name was Wy-east, and a handsome young chiefs from 
north of the river, whose name was Klickitat. She 
could not decide which of the two she Liked better. 


Wy-east and Klickitat grew jealous of each other 
and soon began to quarrel, 50 that there was much 
fighting on both sides of the river. Many warriors 
were Rikked. 


This time, the Great Spirit was made angry by the 
wickedness of the people. He broke down the Bridge 
of the Gods, the sign of peace, between the two 
tribes, and its nocks fell into the river. He 
changed the two chiefs into mountains. Some say 
they continued to quarrel over Loo-wit even after 
they were mountain peaks. They caused sheets of 
flame to burst forth, and they hurled hot rocks at 
each other. Not thrown far enough, many felt into 
the river and blocked it. That is why the Columbia 
dis very narrow and the water very swift at The 
Dalles. 


Loo-wit was changed into a snow-capped peak which 
Still has the youth and beauty promised by the Great 
Spirit. She is now called Mount St. Helens. Wy-east 
4s known as Mount Hood, and Klickitat as Mount Adams. 
The nocks and white water where the Bridge of the 
Gods fell ane known as the Cascades of the CoLumbiat 


Many legends were told also of Spirit Lake. It 
was the abode of evil spirits called the Seatco, 
who could imitate birdcalls, the sound of wind in 
the trees, the cries of wild beasts. Theré was in 
the lake a strange fish with the head of a bear that 
would devour people. The ghost of an elk_would walk 
the water, luring hunters to their death.? Indians 
of all tribes avoided the lake as being the home of 
the dead. The white man explained away these tales 
as "the cries of the loon over the water, peculiar 
ripple patterns, volcanic rock tree casts." But, 
in the words of a Columbian writer "On Sunday 
(May 18), it came to an end. A blast with the 
power of several atomic bombs flattened an estimated 
156 square miles of forest, ignited fires and rav- 
aged the lake. The land that belonged to the dead 
had been reclaimed. "6 


From the first eruption on March 27, 1980, people 
have been asking why Prunie Williams of the Warm 
Springs Indian tribe says spiritual leaders of her 
people interpret the eruption as the anger of Mother 
Earth at the way the white man uses her. According 
to Napua Stevens, an authority on Hawaiian legend, 
volcanic eruptions are caused by Madam Pele, a god- 
dess of fire. "Madam Pele's latest outburst on 
Mount St. Helens is not without a purpose. She wants 
you to know she's all over the place...At this point, 
the world is so hate-oriented and people are so 
very...greedy and selfish that I think ghe's saying 
people ought to be good to each other."’ Caroline 
Hamilton agreed with her in a letter to the editor 
(April 10): "It just goes to show that in some leg- 
ends there is perhaps. a bit of reality. In this 
instance, a warning?" Gedrgie Anne Geyer was moved 
by the mystery of the volcano, and proposes a simi- 
lar message: "It pleases us to take care of the 
earth, the way we do our bodies because we own it, 
too. That is why, I strongly suspect, the hoary 
old mountain has struck us with its wondrousness. 

It reminds us...of the sticky ancient saps and dark 
subterranean rivers that we had tried to put aside."8 


From the paths of legend and literature, song, 
dreams and visions comes a clear picture of the 
power and meaning of the mountain's rage. As Tolkien 
saw, we are at the Cracks of Doom. As the biblical 
Joel foretold, our daughters prophesy. It is by no 
accident that most of the many articles and letters 
in the paper about the message of the volcano were 
by women. It is also no accident that the spirit 
of the mountain, Loo-wit, is herself a woman--young 
and beautiful, yet with the wisdom of an old age, 
she kept the fire in her lodge when no others did, 
and used it to bring peace to the people. She cries 
out now against the rape of the earth and the perse- 
cution of women. 


What will the Mountain do next, and what are we 
called to do? The song of prophecy speaks of "tow- © 
ers in the valleys" destroyed and dams washed to 
the sea. Neither of these things has happened yet, 
although all other predictions in the song have come 
true. I believe these things will come to pass, and 
that all of us who are in tune with the Earth and 
heed her warnings should be prepared for floods and | 
earthquakes. The song also says to "claim your new 
name." In late February, I visited the tree, Naia, 
who gave me a new name which I tell only a few, 
meaning "tall wise green-tree spirit." Other women 
may find their names now. The tree-spirits and sea- 
spirits will once again be in communication with 
many of us. We who are witches must not be afraid 
to come forth and speak publicly. 


We are called to assemble in our groves, wherever 
they may be, and dance with the Earth her dance of 
power. The patriarchy is falling, the walls crumble 
at the force of the Earth. We must be ready with a 
new order when the old one falls. 


Women will be leaders, that is clear by all 
accounts. But I know some men who hear the Earth 
when she speaks and listen to her. Witches will 
rise, but Christians also can find their way to an 
understanding of the Goddess. The new order that 
will come must be based first of all on love and 
respect for the Earth, our Mother. 


Late in March, 1980 I did a tarot reading on the 
future and meaning of the Mount St. Helens eruption. 
In interpreting the reading, I tied it in with my 
prophetic song "Fire on the Mountain:" 


Significator: Ten of Swords: The Mountain's 


anger is a baneful sign of death and destruction, 


suffering and pain. Death of the old order of 
things. 


Covering: Judgment: Awake, the raven is 
calling! Rise up, women, arise! A definite 


indication that this is the signal the song 
spoke of. The angel is the raven. We must rise 
and heed the call. 


Crossing: The Lovers: The balance of the 
Earth is upset. Our relationships under the 


Patriarchy are in our way. We must work for a 
new way of relating. In the background of this 
card is Loo-wit erupting. Going back to the 
earth. The Goddess will watch over us. 


Sky: Seven of Pentacles: We must plant the 
seeds of a new order and wait for their new 


growth. Going back to the land, farming our own 
food. 
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Root: Eight of Swords: Women are bound, 
people held hostage, jailed. We cannot see 
clearly the way of our liberation. The earth is 
also bound and struggling. Floods. 


Behind: Eight of Pentacles: We have been 
feverishly going about our work, keeping employed, 


working in the sytem. All this is past. 


Before: Eight of Wands: Many changes coming 
down. We transform from bondage and complacency 
and set out in a new direction. The Earth grows 


green again and rivers flow free, but the sky is 
the orange of fire. 


Self: The Devil: We are bound to patriarchal 
relationships--jobs, marriages, etc. Our release 
may be at hand. 


House: Justice: The Woman Justice comes 
forth to restore balance. The Goddess calls us 
all to council. She weighs all with wisdom. 


Fears: Knight of Swords: The dread knight 
of destruction reigns in terror. Fraaments of 


steam scatter on the wind. The trees are torn 
to snags; the ground is the color of sulphur. 


Qutcome:* Page of Pentacles: Wisdom through 
knowledge. All of us who are insignificant 


bring the new skills for survival: Contemplation, 
stability in change, love of the eart, gentle 
caring. The earth is green, tilled fields re- 
place the cities, the hills are forested, new 
flowers grow. The Mountain sleeps again content- 
ed. I must speak my truth now. 


Qutcome:*The Hanged Man: The Hanged Man is our 


resurrection. We rise from the flood completely 
changed, transformed in spirit. We base our lives 
on the intuitive. Our auras become visible halos 
of yellow light. The long-awaited second-coming-- 
though not as we thought it weuld be. We are call- 
ed to make our own judgments, based on the wisdom 
of the Goddess of Justice, and to transform our 
earth into the promised land. 


A time of fear is at hand, when our worst night- 
mares like the Knight of Swords in the tarot read- 
ing walk the Earth in majesty and destruction. The 
landscape foretold in the tarot card of fear now 
lies in stark reality at the foot of the Mountain. 
There was and will be death and floods, and earth- 
quakes, and day turned to night. But it is not the 
end of the World. It is the Beginning of the World 
in which the Earth is green again, the waters pure, 
the air clean, and women free, no one chained. 

Rise up from the grave! 


Frodo Okulam Age 25 
Portland, Oregon 
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sno ae 


To Hecate 


Dark goddess 

Fire heart breathing 
Death over me 

I fear not 


Your strength I will use 
To break concrete 

Your heart I will use 

To melt metal 


Your baleful wind 

To knock towers down 
Your awful wave 

To destroy all poison 


And when your 

Dark death is done 

I will lie still in silence 
While you turn to dawn. 


* There are two outcomes because in my readinas if 
I don't get a major arcana card at first, I turn 
over the next card to see if it's a major arcana. 


NOTES 
1. Data on explosive history of Mt. St. Helens is 
from many issues of The Oregonian, published in 
Portland, Oregon. 


2. J.R.R. Tolkien, The Return of the King (Ballan- 
tine Books 1965), pp. 296-297. 


3. Acts 2.17; 19-20 (The Jerusalem Bible and The 
Revised Standard Version 


4. "The Bridge of the Gods," told by Lulu Crandall 
in Indian Legends of the Pacific Northwest, by Ella 


E. Clark, University of California Press, Berkeley, 
1953, pp. 21-22. 


5. Clark, pp. 63-64. 


6. Mount St. Helens Diary: A Sunday Holocaust 
(published by the Columbian, Inc., Vancouver, Wash- 
ington, 1980), p.8. 


7. Quoted in The Oregonian, April 6, 1980. 
8. The Oregonian, April 24, 1980. 
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How GREAT GRANDMOTHERS SONG SAVED THE WORLD 


According to Native American Legend, Raven stole Sun, Moon, stars, water, and fine 
from Grey Eagle's Lodge and placed them in their present positions to help the 
people. Loowit (Mount St. Helens) was an old woman rewarded for hen vintue by 
being granted her wish to become young and beautiful once more and placed in the 
West to guard the CoLumbia Gorge. Klickitat (Mount Adams) and Wy'east (Mount Hood) 
were quarrekling chiess whose fighting caused the Bridge of the Gods to collapse, 


forming the Cascades of the Columbia. 


The descriptions given in Legend of glacial and volcanic activity in the Northwest 
have been shown to be remarkably accurate by Latter day geologists. And we all 
know that on May 18, 1980 Loowit sneezed...on some say Mount St. Helens erupted. 


Now it had been many moons since Loowit regained 
her good looks and youth. She stood guard in the 
West over the quarrelling chiefs, Klickitat and 
W'yeast, as all three grew older and older. Loowit 
retained her youth and beauty as promised to her 
even though her hair grew whiter and whiter... 
and finally she fell asleep. 


One day she awakened to a loud noise. Now 
Loowit had been asleep when the new people arrived 
with their noisy machines, so she was surprised 
to see an airplane buzzing overhead. “Mosquito 
is larger than I remember her" she mused as she 
drowsed on. Then one day she was shaken by a 
deep rumble...for the new people were exploding 
nuclear bombs deep in the earth. Slowly Loowit 
woke up to a changed world. Her green dress was 
in holes from the new people's logging operations. 
By the time Loowit was fully awake, the new 
people were making plans to bury their nuclear 
weapons all over the Great Mountains. "This is 
terribly dangerous" exclaimed Loowit, and she 
called to Klickitat and Wy'east to wake up and 
help her..... but they were too fast asleep to 
stir. "Well once again it looks like I'm going 
to be the only one to do what has to be done", 
grumbled Loowit. 


Loowit prepared to speak to the new people and 
coughed politely. The new men busy making holes 
in Loowit's dress looked up briefly from their 
chain saws but soon resumed work. "My, what arro- 
gance these new people have....or maybe they are 
a bit deaf", thought Loowit so she coughed a little 
louder, in hopes of attracting more attention. A 
small delegation of new people arrived to see what 
she had to say, but they brought machines instead 
of ears, so they could not hear her clearly. 


Loowit was by this time angry. Mosquitos 
buzzed around her head more and more. She stood 
up and took a few steps...the ground shook. She 
opened her mouth to speak, and she sneezed. Al] 
the dust from her long sleep shot up into the air 
and the blast from her nostrils flattened the 
pile of her velvet dress. 


Now Raven was flying by, and when he heard the 
sound of Loowit's sneeze, and saw the dust cloud, 
he said "Ah, this must be the end of all things." 
For Raven thought that the new men had set off all 
their nuclear bombs. So he flew high into the sky 
to rescue Sun and Moon and take them to safety. 
Down on the earth, the sky became black as Raven 
flew off with the Sun in his beak and the 


Moon in his claws. The 
new people were cough- 
ing for the dust was 

in their lungs. They 
tried to shout for the 
Sun and the Moon to come 
back, but nothing could 
be heard above the noise of cars and machines. 


Out in the fields was an old woman, a great 
grandmother, working away while her great grand- 
daughter played alongside her. Since she could 
hardly see and hardly hear, the old one really 
didn't notice the noise of Loowit's sneeze nor the 
sky growing dark...and as for the dust, she just 
wrapped her scarf around her nose like she did 
every dry, windy day and kept on working. And as 
she worked, she sang her song: 


I have twelve granddaughters, dark 
and lovely; 

May the Moon shine on them, help 
them to know 

The Right time to plant, the right 
time to water, 

The right time to harvest all 
things that grow. 


As more dust fell, all the planes and cars 
ground to a halt, all the people grew hoarse and 
went inside..... and the only one left was the 
great grandmother. Her song soared high, loud 
and clear, just as Raven flew overhead. "Oh, I 
made a big mistake" cried Raven when he heard the 
song..."Someone is still alive and they are asking 
for the Moon to shine." So he flew very fast to 
hang Sun and Moon back in place. 


Soon the people could see again and they were 
very grateful, even though their machines took a 
little time to fix. The wiser ones were set to 
thinking about Loowit's sneeze. "What if that 
dust had been radioactive, from our bombs?" they 
asked. "Where would we be now?" And for a while 
they vowed to be different. But Loowit had little 
trust in the new people so she stayed awake to 
keep an eye on them. 


And what of the great grandmother who saved the 
world? She just kept on working in the fields and 
singing, for she wanted to gather another harvest 
before Owl called her name. And as she worked, 
she sang her song: 


I have twelve granddaughters, dark 
and lovely, 


and it was much later that Raven told her great 
granddaughter this story. (é 


(© Chris Carol, 1980 
Portland, Oregon 
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| do not Keep My Voice downer 


The whole body vibrates in singing. 
We can make loud sounds, we wimmin, without bruising our vocal cords, 
if we sing with the full presence of our bodies. : 
And the wonder of it is, this vibrating in our bodies heals us as we sing. 
Feel the — rattle in the head . . 

the AH emanate from_the chest . . 


the © deep and low in the back. 


Thirteen years ago studying singing I_was told to "press your finger behind 
your upper front teeth, then sing a —," - "raise your hard palate and sing 
anA," - "open your throat and sing a AH." I figured out from that, that 

all the vowels had a center around which my mouth would form to sing them. 

The vowels progress in a natural graduating movement from the front of the 

hard palate to the bottom of the throat starting with: 


— ¥ eX A AH AW O U 


EAT IT CET AT MOMMA OUGHT OAK OOZE 


I imagined the air came up from below and went through the vocal cords, and I 
would form my mouth so the air would bounce off a certain place and come out o 
of my mouth as a vowel sound (see drawing). Interesting. A 


Ten years ago I studied yoga postures, chakras and searched for information on Mantra Yoga. 
I looked for a clear picture of which mantra-sounds healed which body parts but there was 
disagreement and no order to it in his(s)tories. I realized that the vowels in their natural 
descending progression in the mouth was already a perfect form. And that making the vowels 
altogether in that, progression make such a natural sound-- AUM was the Indian word for it-- 
pronounced E-I-E-A-AH-6-G-M. I decided I would imagine the same progression of vowels down the chakras 
of my back (see drawing). I made the vowel sounds daily and imagined them resonating in their relative 
areas. I did Yoga postures that focused on certain chakras and I sang the corresponding vowels. I felt 
the sounds vibrating in my body. There was a simple\ order. Lots of opening happened in my voice. 


a a mi 
The pow e «i ae. te. spuds en Ms, “ne 5h 08 Aerts; 


Four years ago I began singing with the wimmin of IZQUIERDA and I found # rane 
certain vowels of words in songs were harder for me to open up singing. , 5 E 
So I concentrated on loosening, stretching, and attending to the cor- . \ f u 
responding places in mv body. © came up a lot, my lower back was Uj i 
tense. , 

* 4H 
I listened to other singers whose voices did not move me and found that ’ v 
often their singing style would eliminate vowels, suggesting specific ; Wi Y 
tension in their bodies. Many opera singers sound like they form the A 
"higher" vowels like E and A in the "lower" places in their bodies ‘ 
and they became AW and©. There is a characteristic tension in this ; 4 
singing, eliminating the brighter vowels of the upper chest and Z AH 
head. I discovered the wimmin's choruses of Balkan singing and was 
moved by the purity and openess of the full range of vowels. This , AW AW 
singing comes from wimmin singing their folk culture and mountain . om 
calls. The classical opera voice sounds to me like an aberration-- = ° 


limited in the full spectrum of sound, yet a sensational act that : 
has been appointed by the men to appear among the “art of this cul- ‘ 
ture," precious, non-threatening, and ossified. ’ 


Three years ago I studied books on resonating and found there were 

two kinds categorized: 1) cavity resonating: a sound wave amplifying 
by bouncing off the walls of a cavity and multiplying, e.g. inside a 
guitar box or nasal cavities; 2) forced resonating where a substance 

is actually forced to take on the wave pattern of a sound. fll its 
molecules form the wave and thus the sound is amplified by a substance, 
e.g. the wood of the guitar or our bones. 
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So I want to relax the tight grip of muscles. I 
do this by 1)stretching, breathing and realizing 
the way I stand, sit and walk. I do this by 

2) understanding that these centers have emotional 
lives that can be blocked. My lower back tight 
tells me my sexuality has been a source of pain. 
I set about to soothe her, give her love. And 
finally 3) I loosen my body by singing out sounds 
and rattling the tissue free. A lot of AH sounds 
come out of me on the mountain knoll of Fly Away 
Home -- big open AH sounds, chest open, outward 
directed energy sounds, "I AM" sounds. These 
crack open the tension in my chest that holds 

me back timid and gives me loud sound of myself 
filling big spaces in front of me, all the way to 
the next hillside. Sitting quietly, lots of low 
fe) and AW sounds come out of my lower back-- 
when I want the deepest juice in me to come up 
and wetten me-- the deepest juice in me to come 
up and soften me down from my dry tired usage in 
this world. I have been singing to the lizards 
at the woodpile at Fly Away Home. I am drawn to 
singing them & and [ vowels that rattle in the 
head-- sounds full of overtones, pointed clear 
beam sounds to touch these tiny ancient creatures. 


I understood that in fact the molecules of the 
bones of each of these chakras in my back and head 
were taking on the vowel's sound wave. Certain 
bones drew certain vowels because of their size, 
formation, and would particularly vibrate with 
their sound. It made sense. If I have dis/ease 
in a certain area and the sound gets blocked, I 
imagine that the tension of the tissue in that 
area muffles the resonance. Like a hand wrapped 
around a tuning fork, tense tissue wraps around 
the bone, stopping the vibrating. 


— —_——__~- 7 ~~" 


This year I have AH. E LEH ~TAH 
suggested that we 

wimmin sing our names. get 

Sing the vowels clearly , E ‘ 

and touch the places of i # &, 

our bodies where these z a 
vowels sound. See { en 
what healing our + « 
names, our mantras of 
this lifetime, bring to 
us. There is magic in 
our naming, in our naming 
of ourselves, because 
every hour every day we are 
rattled in the special 
places of that name 
either by our own voices 
or by receiving the 
voices of others calling 
our name. The sounds of 
our names rattle our 
heart, head, womb, and 
we are given healing. 


Izetta - AH-E-ZEH-TAH 
HEART HEAD THASAT HsART 
is my name, a gift from my grandmother. 


Singing with the whole body carrying the sound is 
the intensity I am made for. I am awomon. I do 
not keep my voice down. 

Izetta, Fly Away Home 

P.O. Box 593 

Myrtle Creek, Oregon 97457 


P.S. If you have any information about these 
things, please write me. € 


WIMMIN’S VOICES, Wimmin’s SREams 


Asa young womyn, I was always involved in team, 
sports. I thrilled when our group of wimmin worked 
together, disciplined ourselves, supported one 
another, and accepted wimmin whatever their individu- 
al skills. Then when it all came together, and we 
all, individually and collectively, surpassed our 
own expectations, I soared in the realization of the 
power of focused wimmin energy. 


But these were patriarchal, competitive games, in 
which the rules define that there must be a loser as 
well as a winner -- and I didn't like either being 
or causing a loser. Now, I have found another way 
to experience the same feelings of power and collec- 
tive joy: in wimmin's music. Through our creating/ 
making of music we are creating/fueling a revolution. 


When I joined the St. Louis Wimmins Choir, I dis- 
covered that we can use our music to heal communi- 
ties, to create bonds, and to inspire visions. The 
choir brought together wimmin of various skill 
levels: some were trained musicians while others, 
like myself, had sung at camps and concerts but 
could not read music. We taught, nourished, and 
supported one another as we learned to blend our 
voices in a collective, harmonious whole. By work- 
ing together, we overcame our individual weaknesses. 
Since I do not read music, I tend to follow the 
strongest voice and can easily switch parts without 
realizing it. So I made sure I always stood sur- 
-rounded by wimmin singing my part. With their en- 
couragement, my self-confidence grew. 


We performed at wimmin's events and concerts, 
but mostly we sang for the joy of singing together. 
Then some visionaries with musical training asked 


us to listen to, and consider performing, "The 
Return of the Great Mother", an oratorio in four 
movements by Roberta Kosse and Jenny Malmquist. 
This music required strong, trained voices, and an 
orchestra. My initial response was disbelief that 
we would attempt such an undertaking. But we de- 
cided to do it. 


We spent six months working on the music -- and 
learning of our Goddess heritage and its suppres- 
sion. As we reclaimed our wimmin's religion, we 
experienced a reawakening of our own spirituality. 


We also dealt with the issue of power and its 
sharing. Could we accept leadership, as we must 
to perform such complicated music, without creating 
a hierarchy? Yes, we could and did. The "director" 
talked of her fears of assuming the role; we sup- 
ported her and helped her grow in her ability to 
coordinate our voices. Together we created dynamic 
patterns of tempo and sound levels. 


The week before the performance the orchestra 
was integrated with the choir and I began to real- 
ize what we had created. The interplay and support 
and counterpoint of wimmin's voices and wimmin's 
instruments spoke of powerful dreams and realities. 
We performed the oratorio to a large audience of 
mostly lesbians, and we surprised ourselves and our 
community. I will never again doubt the creative, 
co-operative power of wimmin. The last lines of 
"The Return of the Great Mother" are both a great 
inspiration and a promise. They state: "I am all 
that has been, that is and shall be. And those who 
understand shall partake of a new life, immortal, 
ever renewed, like the Ancient and Eternal Moon!" & 


Midge Johnson St. Louis, Missouri 
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's inside oF you. 


Where's yur arger? Where's the arger Tow 


f 


a is clean UAnger iS good i 


Anger is cleansing! 


? How you gonna rake re feel i+? 


? Where does. it show 


Where is your anger 


a 2 ee 


i a 


aa 


K 


Let me see it Wn Your art. 


How you gonna, wake we feel it? It's there inside IC know. 


Share it, Scream it in your cries 


words and music 


(© Ruth Mountaingrove 
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Voice Lessons 


For Addie Richardson Fox, 1862-1945 


I. Under the Forsythia Bush 


Have I ever been small? 

Me is not small; me, me? 

Me has no size, 

cannot hide in a mouse's hole, 

in a cow's stomach. 

(Though I remember my secret, perfumed cave 
under spring's forsythia bush: 

its roof thin yellow petals, 

the brick I sat on; 

my kingdom of asparagus ferns, 

dusty green lace against blue silk.) 
The cave, my kingdom were small, 

of course, but I? 

Of course not, 


Me has no size. 
Is inviolable, beyond dimension. 


The voice lessons I do not remember. 
I am told. 


I am told Great Grandmother carried me 
about the house and yard, an hour a day, 
giving me what she called "voice lessons"-- 
croonings and sillinesses 

and scales 

and paddlings of hands. 


When I walked, we walked: 
up the quiet country road to visit neighbors; 
we went to town in the car. 


I do not remember, really, 
but they tell me so. 


All I can see now is her photograph; 

she stands among bushes. 

Dark they are, like her severe dress, 
severe like her face, 

like the musty covers of her methods books 
in the attic's peeling trunks. 


The Piano 


I heard the howl in Mother, 
watched her restless search 
for something deep enough 

to drown in. 

One day she bought a piano. 
She pounded her percussion into it. 
Slowly the noise became sound 
which she shaped until 

she made a thing with wings. 
The animal in her slept 

and the part of me she was 
learned to sing... 


Eileen Kostiner 
Storrs, Connecticut 


II. Up in the Cherry Tree 


One year, before the beetle-brown scabs fell 
from the eyes of the French pussy willow, 
she died. 

I remember, 

and they tell me so. 

Words rise in me like sap in the maple. 

They are her words. 


Her I know not, 

yet she grows more important, 

her "voice lessons" more important. 
They swept over me 

like green spring gusts 

that balloon the netting on a car-bed 
set on a screened porch for naps. 


When the windbreak burned, 

she carried me in her arms 
through the house, 

back and forth from end to ell. 
She matched her step to mine, 
her hand to mine. 


She would climb the cherry tree 
by the outhouse 

and eat until] she could no more, 
"To outwit the crows," she said. 
(I do not remember, but am told.) 


The voice lessons I do not recall, 
yet sit I here, 

paddling my hands against keys, 
singing 

in no dimension. 


Ann Chandonnet 
Chugiah, Alaska 
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Aa NDEALTHFUL ART 


I have had a Helper, a woman who has been very im- 
portant in my efforts to know myself and to be happy. 
She has taught me to learn from the personal symbols 
that are manifested in my artwork. She has taught 
me to watch and listen to these renderings so that 
I might know and hear the great oracle of my inner 
voice and inner vision. 


The inner vision has given me countless images 
with which to work. The inner voice has spoken thru 
these images and I have come to know both these 
things as truths that lie deep inside me, awaiting 
only my hand to give them life. 


The Helper went with me into the depths of my vis- 
jon. Together we brought them to life and learned 
about ourselves and each other. I catalogued our 
journey, keeping paintings, drawings and sculptures, 
as well as the words these works voiced through us. 


We began our work with my resistance to voice my 
needs. In the safe, coziness of a summer thunder- 
storm I said, "Iam trembling and afraid. I cannot 
say what is causing my suffering." With her help 
I rose to my knees and brought a large drawing board 
before me, I breathed deeply, from my stomach, 
brincing that power up and through my entire body. 
The trembling eased and I drey dozens of hands 
reaching out from behind a door in ominous gesturing. 


When I was done I studied the suffering I had put 
down in ink. It was now before me and I could wit- 
ness it and become freed of it. My Helper asked 
questions about the hands, the door, my position in 
the drawing. Together we found my own neediness in 
the image. The hands that reached for me, draining 
me of energy, keeping me afraid were my own hands 
that yearned to reach out for the help I needed. 


In my drawing I found my fear and with it before 
me I could go on to fight it. My Helper asked what 
I needed. I answered that I wanted to be held. 

She held me with pleasure. My drawing had taken 
me to the center of my need for closeness. 


As an art student I've often found myself involved 
with the tedium of creating the 3-D illusions of 
reality that my teachers demand. One evening as I 
worked on a very slow and painful drawing I became 
aware of my uncertainty and restraint as I awkwardly 
put my tentative lines on paper. "This is not me", 
I thought. "I am a much bolder person than this. 

My perceptions are much firmer. There is more of 
me to express than a carefully drafted image of the 
world." 


I could feel the restraint in my shoulders and 
neck. Clearly, I had blocked some energy that 
needed to escape. Holding on to that energy caused 
me physical and psychic pain. Continuing to deny 
some part of my flow told me in a loud and clear 
voice that some part of me was not acceptable and 
had to be held back. 


I decided to listen to that energy in my shoulders 
and neck, to hear what the denied part of my self 
had to say. I put aside my studied sketches and 
worked directly from the painful areas. The achina 
muscles cried out for movement, quick, aggressive, 
uncontrolled movement. I gave it to them. 


When I had finished the tension was gone and be- 
fore me lay great slashes of inks that cut across 
the paper in calligraphic purity and strength. More 
importantly, I regained my own sense of strength 
and had loosed the physical pain I had been experi- 
encing. 
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My Helper has often told me that I am a silent, 
stubborn sufferer. She is right, though after my 
experience of loosening pain through my work, I 
have come to be more effective in taking care of 
myself through expression. I am still prone to hold 
onto many feelings. I especially find it difficult 
to express my anger spontaneously, fearing a with- 
drawal of live. Finally, I have learned that love 
must make room for all feelings. My art has taught 
me this in ways that are hard to explain. Yet, I 
know that my refusal to admit I am angry is a lie, 
and I cannot lie in my work if I am to truly be a 
creative person. 


Yet, the years and years of denial still leave me 
with the ability to detach myself from some feelinas. 
Through drawing I have learned some of the ways I 
deceive myself. I have learned that my recurring 
bouts of depression are deception. My depression 
is simply my anger turned against myself. Through 
consulting my inner vision and inner voice I have 
learned this. 


One image that surfaced in such a time is that of 
a scrawled stick person with wide eyes, and an un- 
expressive slash of a mouth that is tightly closed, 
revealing nothing. There is no fullness in the 
figure except in the torso area. Here there is a 
ballooning of form that encases a second face. 
This second face glares in undeniable anger. The 
figure looks as if it might explode as the angry 
face strains against the sides of its encasement. 
Jagged lines radiate from this second face. It is 
here where the true energy lies, not above in the 
blank, lifeless face of depression. 


In my efforts to learn what wisdom lies in my 
personal vision, I have found that my art can serve 
two purposes. It can help me clarify my inner state 
and it can help me heal myself once pain has been 
found. There are slight differences in my ritual 
for understanding and my ritual for healing. 


What I call healing work is done with definite 
ideas of what I wish to bring about. I am trusting 
that the inner vision cannot only clarify, but can 
advise. I approach each type of work in the same 
manner. I take time to center myself, becoming 
quiet so that I may hear my body. I focus on the 
tensions or pain and study colors, deciding which 
might soothe when I am seeking to heal myself. In 
clarifying, I do less head work, allowing my choices 
of color to occur spontaneously, and my movement 
to flow without deliberation. However, in healing, 
I must consciously decide what color, line, rela- 
tionships of form and movement will ease me, leave 
me feeling more whole. When healing, I draw lots 
of circles, complete shapes with vibrant colors to 
energize and pastels to soothe. I seek to inte- 
grate the head, heart and spirit through healing. 
In clarifying, I seek to understand my inner con- 
dition. 


Although I can now work successfully without my 
Helper, working with someone else enriches my work. 
The Helper can ask questions about the images and 
can react with fresh insights. Both of these can 
provide you with deeper understanding when seeking 
clarity. In healing, another's energy can bolster 
your own. 


Such work with images have a settling effect with 
me. The results are much like those of deep medi- 
tation. Manipulating the materials helps to focus 
energy and attention much as one tries to do in 
meditation. The greatest joy of such work, however, 
is the affirmation of my personal power. It is a 
feeling of wholeness that comes about when we make 
our visions a reality. I have come to believe that 


the healer must first heal herself. Through our 
images we have that power. Through making our 
images manifest we focus that power. 1G 


Marie Monroe Louisville, Kentucky 


ON ART 


When I read that the next issue would deal with 
Art I immediately thought, "this is my connection as 
woman to WomanSpirit. 


As a theatre artist I have often thought how close 
women are to what has been defined as the creative 
unconscious. The unconscious has appeared as the 
Other -- the dark force visible in dream and shadow 
-- and woman's identity through the ages has been 
nothing if not that: the Other -- the one who is 
warded against, the one who looks out from the paint- 
ing rather than the one viewing the painting. In 
religious writing she is often one among many temp- 
tations to be avoided -- she is seldom one of the 
"we" wherever that appears, and almost always, there- 
fore, the outsider, the second thought, the Other. 


And, just as the unconscious is bridled by Rational 
Society (particularly as personified by the drug 
dealing psychiatric profession), so Woman is con- 
tained and herded into predetermined roles and abne- 
gation. On the one hand I have seen the artist 
breaking apart those bindings on the unconscious, 
discarding the comforts of "normal" existence to 
seek the uncharted gold mines of the soul. Now all 
of a sudden I see Woman, too, breaking down the or- 
dained bonds and glorying in the very mystery which 
led to her confinement. 


There is no way to generalize the effects of the 
breaking down process on the inner woman. For me, 
a woman and an artist, it went in stages -- the 
first, the longest and the most painful, the awaken- 
ing. It culminated with the reading of Mary Daly's 
Beyond God the Father in 1977 and my subsequent 
splitting into pieces. I cannot isolate the break- 
up -- this was the artist feeling, this was the 
woman crying out. However, my most acute and pain- 


ful moments of insight had to do with the realiza- 
tion that however on the outs I was with society as 
an artist, I would be even more so as a woman artist. 


Oddly enough, marriage and traditional mother/ 
wife roles were never emphasized in my family (my 
father's major comment on my future was: "Whatever 
you do, don't be a piano teacher"); both my parents 
were professionals and I had a tremendous conviction, 
through both of them, that the sky was the limit. 
Yet, I grasped onto Roman Catholicism -- with all 
its hierarchies -- with a fury and clung to it until 
my growing doubts and Daly's wisdom toppled it (and 
me) over an incredibly painful edge. For a time it 
seemed I'd live forever in a godless universe. My 
work suffered. Despite my inner religious struc- 
tures, I had built my life around a seemingly dis- 
cordant career choice, theatre. I had plunged into 
its awesome risks with (cowering) diligence. .Now, 
having lost my soul structure, no risk seemed worth 
taking. I continued to seek work, however enfeebled 
by what I experienced as a profound hopelessness. 

In 1978 I travelled to the Maine coast, sick to 
death of New York, theatre, and myself. I returned 
4 months later calmer and with a feeling of absolute 
certainty that however imperfect, the theatre was 
still my "calling". I felt I could do whatever I 
wanted since I had forgotten the real issues that 
had pushed me out of myself. 


In 1979 I discovered the Winter Solstice issue of 
WomanSpirit and the Great Change began. I peered 
into prairie jackson's Solstice figure on the back 
cover as if I saw myself there, resurrected. I am 
a loner pretty much; I seek myself in work and can- 
not take much comfort from the company I keep. In 
my heart, however, a frozen cavern (the Magic Soul 
Setting) was being warmed by the dozens of hands 
that are WomanSpirit. 


The life of the artist is the life of the spirit. 
If I have felt isolation in society as a woman, it 
has been most strongly because of our historical 
exclusion from the literature of the spirit. I can- 
not work without a strong connection to myself -- 
to that vibrant spark of self-acceptance and courage. 
And I could not function in a soul-less universe. 
Now, I feel a connection to mystery through the 
searchings of WomanSpirit -- for I have recognized 
once again that it is alright, essential in fact, 
to search with all one's might for truth -- I am 
not alone. All of a sudden I am finding kindred 
spirits in many guises; those that are male speaking 
to me sometimes in spite of themselves. What made 
art worth living is returning and the onrush of the 
soul re-seeking self-expression is like an avalanche, 
unstable and breath-taking. 


I am the Great Thaw at the end of the Ice Age, I 
myself, the Woman, the Artist. What a feeling! 
What will happen to my work? Will I create theatre 
of mystery and spirit? Will these hands and this 
heart behave like a brave craftswoman and mold new 
theatre forms exnressive of new found inner life? 
Perhaps. Certainly no theatre is possible without 
a deeply held belief in the magic of the poetic/ 
dramatic form and that belief lives in the soul of 
the individual artist. Rather than a creative 
block I had experienced what amounted to a near 
total loss of the "courage to be". This shook be- 
lief like a thousand volcanoes. 


All I know now -- in this rare moment of crystal- 
line insight -- is that the cave that is my spirit 
fas been re-lit. What comes from out of that light 
only the future will know. Blessed Be! & 


Alicia Quintano New York, New York 
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Art is 


A REVOLUTIONARY ACT 


I started painting seriously in the early 1960's 
when I already had two small children and was living 
on the bread line. My early work was "abstract"; I 
was just learning to use the medium of painting, 
how to handle space, form, and color (mainly black, 
brown, white, and greys), but even then I felt that 
the sense of space I was trying to express was not 
acceptable to men. 


In 1963 I did the first more figurative image. 
Significantly, it was an image of "Birth" as I had 
experienced it. The natural (home) birth of my 
second child, in 1961, had opened me up to a real- 
ization of my own spiritual, physical, and creative 
woman powers. It had been birth as both physical 
and spiritual...of body and mind and feeling and 
psyche...of space and blood and womb. 


In 1964, I showed my "Birth" painting in a small 
exhibition in Bristol. To my amazement I found 
that many people reacted very badly, calling it 
"crude, ugly, obscene", etc., and saying that such 
a picture should not be allowed to be shown in a 
public space like a gallery. 


This reaction made me think very intensely about 
what "Art" and "religion" are in this society, and 
how I relate to it as a woman, a mother, and an 
artist. I had always felt that I was living in an 
alien and hostile culture, and that as a woman- 
artist I had absolutely NO traditions to build on, 
or look to for guidance, in what I was trying to do. 
I also felt that not only the men but also the wom- 
en artists of the past had been for the most part 
from a privileged class, which was again something 
I couldn't identify with: I had thought I had ex- 
pressed, pretty successfully, my experience of 
physical/cosmic unity in the birth, but apparently 
it was only seen as a grotesque obscenity. I also 
found that forms and colours I use, e.g. red, have 
a completely different emotional significance to me 
than was generally accepted in the male-defined art 
world. Red, to me, always signified menstrual blood, 
warmth and life-giving powers, while to men, and to 
women who fear their own bodies, it seemed to sig- 
nify something fearful...something to do with agagres- 
sion, wounding, warfare, and death. 


It became clear to me that because in patriarchal 
societies THE creative cosmic and sexual power is 
worshipped as a male Father-God, it also follows 
that women's ACTUAL birth-giving, sexual, menstrual, 
etc., powers are experienced as a threat and there- 
fore defined as "unclean" and "profane" - not with- 
in the "sacred" male sphere and NOT the proper sub- 
ject for "Art" (male sacred sphere). I found that 
for me as a woman and artist it was actually taboo 
to express in my art my and other women's actual 
experiences. I decided then and there that pre- 
cisely this was going to be my life work...to cre- 
ate figurative images of how I as a woman see the 
world. Figurative, because I didn't want to be mis- 
understood AND I didn't want the images to be per- 
ceived as "merely" aesthetic art images. 


As I wrote in Enough, the Bristol Women's Liber- 
ation Journal: 


"We feel that at this point in history to under- 
stand ourselves, our situation as women, and to be 
able to use our ant as a revolutionary act, we have 
to do figurative, representational art (this is 
true for us but not necessarily for other groups of 
feminest artists. In fact ancient Neolithic crt 
was highky abstract women's symbolism, and women 
have all through the ages used an abstract form of 
Language in pottery, textiles, weaving, Leather- 
work, basketry, etc.) Women's neal Lives, work. 
Struggle and ambitions are an untapped and enormous 
Sphere of subject-matter and emotion....When unpriv- 
Leged women start doing images about the actual 
neality of our Lives - and that of other women - 
then things inevitably start happening. The unmen- 
tionabke, the Taboo, is said out Loud at Last." 
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What gave me the strength to carry on those years 
before women and women artists came together in the 
new women's movement was the haunting vision I had 
had of Her - -the Great Mother - and the connection 
I felt with ancient women. Their images (in sculp- 
ture and mosaics) seemed to have such an aura of 
power, wisdom, tranquility, bisexuality, confidence 
_..80 different from the women I saw around me at 
the time, and clearly coming from cultures where 
women were self-defined and autonomous. The paint- 
ings I did then had a strange, archaic quality; 
many of them I only understood much later. It has 
also occurred to me now, years later, that Bristol, 
where the birth took place, is situated in the West 
country of Britain, one of THE centres of the north 
ern pre-celtic Goddess culture (WomanSpirit #16). 


It has also recently been pointed out to me that 
the colour-scale I have used all along gives the 
impression of the images being seen as if moonlit. 
I find this strange since I've spent the last 17 
years or so collecting material for a book that has 
now been co-written with Barbara Mor, an American 
poet, and will be ready for publication soon. The 
book is about the Lunar Mysteries and is called 
"The Ancient Religion of the Great Cosmic Mother of 
All." 


In 1968 I had a few small exhibitions in Bristol 
and London. Then in 1970, the first real persecu- 
tion started of my work, and in particular of my 
painting "God Giving Birth." Six of my pictures 
were shown as part of a South-West arts festival 
sponsored by the Arts Council of Great Britain, in 
St. Ives, Cornwall. Within ten minutes of the 
paintings being hung in the Guildhall they were 
taken down by police and city councillors and turned 
face against the wall. 


Supposedly, “God Giving Birth" was “obscene and 
blasphemous". I would say that because "God" is 
shown as a non-white woman of great dignity, look- 
ing straight ahead unsmiling, with a child coming 
out of Her womb, between Her legs, it is disturbing. 
If it had been painted in bright colours (not in its 
stark black/whiteness) if it had been lesser in size 
(it is 6 feet tall), if "God" had had long blonde 
hair and been pleasantly smiling then that would 
have been okay. because at least She would have been 
of the white race and She would have been attractive 
to men. Also, if I had called her "Goddess", then 
She could have been passed off as one of many God- 
desses and/or a fertility image, not as THE cosmic 
creative power I intended to express. The painting 
attacks the absurd myth that the creative force is 
male and phallic. I wanted to make clear that when 
people say they do not see the "God-being" as of a 
specific sex, they still clearly assume it to be 
male, and as having created cosmos and the world not 
by actual bloody birth but abstractly, by "breath" 
or by "word". 


The paintings were moved by us three times and 
exhibited in what we thought were less public places, 
but each time we were told to remove them. They 
could not be shown anywhere within the city. I was 
shattered by this, and exhausted from breast feeding 
a three month-old baby. 


After this experience I decided that never more 
would I exhibit on my own. So I wrote an open letter, 
which was published in "Socialist Woman", saying 
what had happened and suggesting that women artists 
with similar experiences come together to form a 
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group or movement, and that we spell out clearly who 
we were and what our aims were. As a result of this 
letter some women contacted me and slowly a group 
formed: Beverly Skinner, Anne Berg, Roslyn Smythe. 
Liz Moore. In 1971 we applied to the Arts Council 

of Great Britain for exhibition space and economic 
support, but were refused both. After two years (!) 
we finally had our first large collective exhibition 
in 1973 in the Swiss Cottage Library in London; we 
called it "Five Women Artists - Images on Womanpower." 
We received economic support for the exhibition from 
the liberal Camden Council. As Beverly expressed it, 
it was "the first tangible manifestation for centur- 
ies of the return of Women's culture." 


Probably this important exhibition would have 
been totally ignored by the press, the public, and 
the arts world, however, if it had not been for the 
fact that once again, my painting "God Giving Birth" 
caused a public scandal. Some members of the local 
"Festival of Light" brigade had been to the exhibition 
and had called the police. The pornography squad of 
Scotland Yard and the public prosecutor came alona 
to investigate whether I should be taken to court 
for my painting. By now all this was headlines in 
the London and national press, which of course 
brought huge crowds of people to see our exhibition. 
I was, in fact, never taken to court, but for a 
couple of weeks I feared that my paintings would be 
burnt, disfigured, or taken away. We had to guard 
them daily, and we received threatening phone calls, 
etc. 


The visitor's book at Swiss Cottage Library is 
full of page after page of the most incredible com- 
ments. Many are vicious, e.g. "Hhen you have finished 
burning your bras why not burn your paintings, too;" 
"these are obviously 5 confirmed Lesbians and very 
unattractive women who cannot get any man and this 
is why they do these ugly and aggressive paintings." 
Qthers are very supportive, e.g. "this is the most 
important exhibition I have ever seen. At last, 
paintings that talk to me." We felt particularly 
good when elderly women, who had painted for years 
but hidden their work away in shame in dark attics, 
came up to us to say, “This show has given me cour- 
age. I no longer feel I have to apologize for doing 
women's painting; now I can go right ahead." 


The news of the scandal around "God Giving Birth" 
reverberated to Sweden via the press. As a result I 
was visited by feminist artist Anna Sjodahl, who had 
recently had a traumatic exhibition which she had 
called "Everyday Life" (she has 4 children and want- 
ed the exhibition to reflect that reality). When she 
was subsequently offered an exhibition of her work 
in a vast arts hall in the south of Sweden, she in- 
sisted that she wanted to share it with me. Our ex- 
hibit, "Women's Lives," travelled all over Scanda- 
navia during 1974-76. 


The Swedish art world seemed at least to appreci- 
ate my work as paintings, but there was alot of hos- 
tility to the contents. Again and again I was called 
a "mystic," which in Sweden, home of atheist "ration- 
ality," is seen as reactionary, if not decadent. The 
size of the paintings, and of the women in the paint- 
ings, seemed to offend. Also, that some of my paint- 
ings expressed women's love for each other was slan- 
dered. But everywhere the exhibition was shown, many 
many women came to see it. It was clear to us just 
how starved women are of images that relate to us 
honestly. Part of our exhibit was merged into the 
enormous collective exhibition "Womenpeople" (Kvinn- 
folk) at the House of Culture in Stockholm in 1975. 
This was a stunningly beautiful show of many women's 
arts and crafts, past and present. In the space of a 
single month it drew 50,000 visitors. 


PART TWO: THE WOMAN MAGIC EXHIBITION 
Celebrating the Goddess \fithin Us 


Over the last years we have increasingly felt 
we wanted to create an exhibition of images specifi- 
cally related to our emerging Womanspirituality: 
images inspired by the Goddess, and showing our 
vision of Her. We conceived of it as including many 
women's work - women living in the country, involved 
with plants and animals, with herbal healing and mid- 
wifery, with astrology; women rediscovering the 
psychic and sexual highs of our menstrual/lunar 
cycles and selves, doing strange, mystic paintings. 
After several unsuccessful approaches to arts-council 
run galleries in London, and a disappointing experi- 
ence at the 1978 "Festival for Mind and Body" (at 
which we were the only feminists present), Beverly 
Skinner and I joined up with Marika Tell and decided 
to exhibit together under the name of "WomanMagic." 


Looking back, I feel that what particularly in- 
spired Marika and me into really gettina "WomanMagic" 
together was a journey we had made to Ireland in 
1978, especially our visit to Neolithic "New Grange," 
about 30 miles north of Dublin - so powerful, matern- 
al, tranquil, mysterious, with its underground chamb- 
ers and spiral-carved stones, ceilings, and walls. 
(Mote: See WomanSpirit #22). We also saw Celtic images 
of the Goddess with bald/bold grinning head, holding 
Her cunt open with both Her hands, and giving birth 
to all that is. These images ("Sheela-na-Gigs") in- 
spired many of Marika's batiks as well as some of my 
paintings. 


The ancient women are still with us now, awaiting 
rebirth. Beverly Skinner has for the past eight years 
also felt herself guided in her writings and paintings 
by prophetic dreams, and experiences of the She-ser- 
pent Kandalini rising within her. Suffering acute 
poverty and much physical pain, she has in spite of 
this produced much beautiful and moving work. 


We were offered an exhibition by the woman direc- 
tor of the Ibis Gallery in Leamington Spa (since 
closed for lack of money) from December 12, 1978 to 
January 5. There were, however, lots of tensions as 
we were hanging our paintings and batiks: doubts 
about whether "God Giving Birth" should stay up, and 


whether Marika's batiks of women menstruating together 
would be "offensive," etc. They all did stay up in the 
end, but the incident left us feeling depressed and 
negative. Still, the exhibit itself looked beautiful 
and vibrant, and the gallery space was very good. We 
were glad, too, that the show was finally on the road. 


The show in Leamington uas the first time 1 
Showed my batiks in public, which made me feel very 
vuknerabke, but seeing all our works 40 alive and 
together, blending into and strengthening each other 
was an incredible feeling. I can 40 much visualize 
the goers energy as more women give and gain 
dn the growth of "Woman Magic." The overwhelming 
Aupport we have in contrast with the resistance to 
Some Of our Amagery confiums again and again the 
urgency and importance of what we are doing." 

Marika Terk 


The exhibition was then shown in Bristol in 
February-March. On the opening night (not only the 
new moon but also a solar Belipae) we sang a hymn to 
the "Moon Mother" which we had found in the Winter 
Solstice issue (#18) of WomanSpirit. Accompanied by 
flutes, violin, and guitar, it felt sacred and 
strangely moving. 


We were even given positive press and TV coverage 
and I was interviewed for "Points West" (the local 
TV news programme) which is broadcast at peak view- 
ing time. I was given time to talk of the Goddess, 
about women's art, ("Why do you talk about women's 
art - isn't ART universal?"), and why we don't con- 
sider our work to be "obscene." Any mention of men- 
struation, however, was absolutely taboo, (children 
might hear!") - and this on the same media which 
showed, that very night, in full view of children, 
men shedding each other's blood in warfare and vio- 
lent death. 


In June, of 1979, "WomanMagic" was shown as part 
of "Gay Pride Week" in London. Marika and I - both 
menstruating at the time! - spent a very high week 
of immense energies in London. Some of the feminist 
events took place against the background of our 
paintings and batiks which became vibrantly alive in 
this atmosphere of so many proud and strong women 
creating our own culture. continued 
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continued 

The designs that formerly had been made to 
please the buyer now grew into me expressing my 
joy fear strength vulnerability and Love of women. 
T am finding continuous ancient dmages of women, 
feeling the faith in me, the tribal connection of 
the eternal womancycle...the rhythms of menstrua- 
tion, the wisdom of the womb, the power and inglu- 
ence of the moon..." 


Marika Tele 


Six months later, the Sheffield Matriarchy Group 
decided to set "WomanMagic" up for a tour in the 
north of England. They raised money and organized 
transport and exhibition spaces. The whole exhibit 
(which now included Anne Berg's work also) was hung 
in Sheffield by January 21, 1980. In February, the 
Hebden Bridge Matriarchy Group brought the exhibit 
to Hebden and hung it in a work-shop space in the 
centre of the city. Both the women in Sheffield and 
the women at Hebden Bridge felt that where the 
paintings were there was created a sacred space - 
strange psychic states and experiences - and they 
felt a great loss when the paintings were leaving. 
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In our paintings are women of all times and 
ages, powerful, creative, autonomous. We show the 
Augferings of women under patriarchy, but also her 
power as she has been in the past and will be in 
the future - when she has full control over her 
own sexuality, creativity, and powers of reproduc- 
tion. Only recently has there been a Large number 
of women painters working consciously as women, and 
creating our own tradition. Before that, Like Monica, 
I felt very isolated and had to search the past for 
cneative women who could be my guide. I feel very 
strong Links with the Life-affiuming art which can 
be traced from the Celtic Book of Kells, through 
Medieval ant to Victorian Gothic. It has the strength 
of the plants who burst through the concrete with 
which our patriarchal society seeks to cover the 
Earth. It is the force that we express in our art 
which wikl one day re-inherit the World. 

Anne Berg 


In March, “WomanMagic" was shown for two weeks 
in Manchester, and then for a month in a Lancaster 
playhouse. A local woman, Annie Townend, organized the 
show and put some of her own images in it. Now again 
there was trouble. The man who leases the downstairs 
coffee-bar from the theatre objected to the paintinas, 
the city watch-committee came, and removed my "God 
Giving Birth" and "Creation," one of Beverly's pain- 
tings, and ALL of Marika's batiks. The proprietor of 
the coffee-bar told the press that if we were to show 
nude images of women on his walls “let them be beau- 
tiful and not these monstrosities." The same playhouse 
then proceeded to show a skin-flick in its cinema that 
very evening. Again there was a scandal in the press. 
We had to travel up to Lancaster to be interviewed; 
15 women wrote a letter in protest to the local paper 
....but the paintings stayed down. It would not have 
been safe to rehang them. 


Ironically, the original complaint was made by an 
elderly woman who works behind the bar in the theatre. 
Here we have the truly “obscene" spectacle of an op- 
pressed woman (working class, Roman Catholic Irish, 
and mother of 5 children) used by men for their own 
purposes. The woman acted out of her fears and sexual 
oppression (experiencing childbirth and menstruation 
as painful and "dirty"), while the city fathers want 
to keep women oppressed and unaware of our true pow- 
ers and potentialities. If the same woman had made a 
complaint about the skin-flick, she would have been 
ignored or most likely laughed out of the coffee-bar 
for "prudery" and for "lacking a sense of humour." 


After Lancaster, our exhibition was shown at the 
"Spiral centre" in Birmingham, (where Marika's batiks 
were removed from the upstairs window by the police 
on complaints from a bypasser). At the beginning of 
August, the exhibit travelled to a women's arts fest- 
ival nearby. We would like "WomanMagic" to be shown 
in Europe and America at some point. We don't yet 
know how this could be done. 


During the ten years between 1970 (the very be- 
ginnings of the new women's movement) and 1980, there 
has been continuous persecution of our images which 
seek to show us, as women, in our full creative and 
productive powers. It has not been recognized that 
our paintings express a deeply religious view of life 
and that these images are sacred to us. Our exhibit 
is a testimony to the fact that we are not only pro- 
ductive beinas - in the Marxist sense - but that we 
also dream, bleed, give birth, die, and experience 
ecstasy, pain, fear, and wonder. q 


Monica Sj66 
Bristol, England 


Emily Bronte challenses 
a villager of Haworth 


very near the end of April 

and the year 1845 
returning from the hills 

swift and radiant 

and so caught up within herself I had to shout 
Miss Bronte twice before she heard my voice 
and smiled my direction a smile that terrified 
I say I ached with wonder 
I simply had to learn 
what made her features lighten 


it was noon 


she passed me by 


how she could 
shine like gold 
some persons in the village whisper she meets men 
high on the moor 


or what is worse’ male demons straight from hell 

you see_ I had to know 

I climbed through miles of heather and spiny shrub 

to reach her niche above the valley's curve 

and it was summer-hot the air went bursting past 

I found her writing desk which meant she would be 
coming back 

I touched her papers and a feather dropped out 

and next a scribbled page 


I swear these are the lines I think she wrote: 


another fourney the invisible 
stars and rivers behind the sun 
my Left hand cooled by heaven 

my right hand warmed by earth 
the two made one 

my body into bridge and tree 
through which the wounded squirrel creeps 
Anon noots converse with clouds 
doves next the Lightning Leaps 
untik the branches splinter 

from the crown 

my falling body burns 

the Long way down 


no record of a man demon 
just these awkward words 
and the moors humped beneath the shuddering sky what now ? 
I ask myself ‘ 
who understands such talk of voyaging and travels ? 
Why, these days she and Charlotte and Anne never 

go anywhere at all 


human presence whatsoever 


Mary Winfrey_. : 
Whittier, California 


Ns, 


‘Thawing 
Crashing down through the Sunlight 
I have finally lost that precise balance. 
Exacting every foot and toehold 
I gripped nothing. 
Thank goodness for Gravity 
Yanking me tenderly down passed leaves and bar. 
Many wonder what others think 
Falling out of airplanes, or windows on the 


fourteenth floor, 
Or trees. 
I have been in high places powerless to see. 
Plumreting Earthward I think not of the pain 
Of landing, but of the Life 
This falling makes. 


Anne Cole 
Somerville, Massachusetts 


‘Rosa Bonheur (1822-1899) 


Rosa Bonheur strides through Paris slauchter- 
houses studying animal anatomy; 

a famous painter, she has police permission 
to dress in male attire, 

less conspicuous for watching the long line 
from the pens to the great knacker: thwack 
of cleaver, blood underfoot. 


Loosed from stays into safe disguise 
that is her habit, 

she dresses for the abbatoir 

in cravat and vest, 

relishing the shape of her trousered 
leg, almost as equine 

as when she's naked. 


Past the final steamy breath 

of beasts, she observes horses dismembered, 
joints swinging cold, and pauses to sketch 
a great haunch. 

Later, sitting at her easel, 

stretching her legs, 

she brings a mare to life. 


Joan Joffe Hall 
Storrs, Connecticut 


For ten days in July twenty women from across the United States and Canada lived at 
Rootworks , sharing photographic skills and visions. Here is an ovular bouquet gathered 
from their letters, journals, articles and the questionnaire. 


. the photographer, 


I am eager to make connections with other feminist photographers, women seriously 
working on photography as a means of expression and communication. I continually 
experience feelings of isolation with regard to my work. Yes, photography feeds me. 
It stimulates my heart, my mind, and my senses. But, the times of standing alone 
amidst the yellow glow of the "safe" Lights, of feeling out of touch with the en- 
ergy of others working and discovering together....these feelings are very neak 
and Lead to continual questioning of my credibility as an artist as well as the 
potential of imagined impact of what I'm doing or can do.... 


Connections with other women-loving-land expands my "'safe territory;" the more 
holy places I can venture out to from my own sanctuary here in the Santa Cruz 
mountains, the less threatening a place the world seens.... 


Sunlight...women's Laughter...women's intensity... .women, Women, WOMEN. . . Twenty- 
three of us to dinner...twenty in our workshops. The deep feelings in the circles 
where we gather to shane, to Listen, to work out our conflicts. Working in the 
gardens, exploring Rootworks, bathing in the stream, beings models for each other, 
discovering ourselves... 


"What surprised you the most about Rootworks?" ME! 


Envisioning meditations...Going on a walk, being truly open to seeing. Discovering 
that when the attention is on where you are walking, you can't hear what's going 
on -- leaves crackling underfoot, bird's song. When you hear that, you can't feel 
the ground under your feet. 


For me, the most exciting thing was the sense of 
integration -- all the parts of my Life finally 

coming together. Being in the country in such a 
technological way, 4.2., everyone 40 equtpment- 

ontented: cameras, tripods, Lenses, etc... 


Enabling! How to put tcegether your own low-technol- 
ogy darkroom, how to develop our own color prints. 
Taking our power! 


Helping to build a Low-technoLogy darkroom. Learning 
to use 90° sunshine to heat our solutions, rolling 
the colon developing tanks in July sun. Work and 
vlay mingling. Using polaroid backs gave us the 
chance to play with our work. Being able to do nude 
vhotography out of doors. Reckaiming our erotic 


In addition to all the technical information and skill sharing, and per- 
haps more important than any of these, was the discovery of a peer group 
community of support and affirmation....what one of us called "participa- 
tion in the woman-centered university." 


Each woman has ten minutes to show ten of her photographs. For the first 

seven she is asked to remain silent while the other nineteem make positive 
comments about her work. Then we can ask her questions and she shares her 
vision with us verbally. 


Circles under the evergreen trees...establishing trust in each other. By 
the time the erotics workshop was scheduled, we felt open ... able to be 
vulnerable...to see our own beauty. The separation between models and 
photographers is dissolving.... 


Thus the type of work we were drawn to do reflected our woman's view of 
the world. Work-sharing, seeing how our ideas can spark another woman's 
--as in the SX 70 workshop where each woman got her idea for a photograph 
from the just previous one, but no one saw any of the other pictures until 
all 20 were lined up for discussion. Seeing how our ideas worked together: 
the herstorical process before our eyes. 


Evening discussions: on aesthetics and ethics -- 
just the beginnings of long explorations. 


Ethics: Should we photograph women so that we have 
politically correct images for our files, i.e. black 
women, older women, handicapped women? 

Ethics includes racism and classism. A background 
of a photography may be significant, e.g. a house 

in the background suggests that the figures in the 
foreground live there. We need to be contextually 
sensitive 


Aesthetics: Is there a feminist or lesbiar, aesthet- 
ics in photography? Imagine two photographs, 1) a 
drunk at a bar, beautifully back lit, 2) a beautiful 
woman, poorly lit. 

M. Neither is beautiful in my aesthetics. 

L. We need to think about the images we want to 
put out because even they will probably be 
taken over and distorted. Let's learn from 
what happened to black aesthetics. When non- 
European features finally were depicted in 
the mass media, they were eventually co-opted 
for things like cigarette ads... 

S. We're talking about political cheices and prop- 
aganda. We don't HAVE a feminist aesthetics, yet. 

J. How about this idea? Male aesthetics doesn't 
include the intended viewer, just the subject 
and the artist. Perhaps a feminist aesthetics 
would include all three ... 


Being models (Literally) for each other. Working 
with muktiple exposures, choreographing ideas, show- 
Ang the complex inteweaving of our Lives... Group 
planning of each photograph either in the temporary 
studio or outside by the woodpile or in the fields 
of daisies. 

Cooperation, not competition. The opportunity offered 
but not imposed (as attending any workshop was by 
choice) to gain experience and confidence in hanging 
our work. For many of us, it was our first public 
exhibition, but we all helped each other. The slide 
shows that night by JEB and Tee Corinne enlarged our 
community to include our feminist photography fore~ 
mothers--and our local feminist sisters. 


The heart break and hilarity of getting our work seen 
—-published. The 'passionate perils' (and rewards of 
self-publishing.. The vision of sharing all that by 
creating our OWN magazine. Nurturing each other's 
creativity...bringing it together to blossom into a 
new shared project: Our child of the ovular is The 
Blatant Image: a journal of feminist photography. 
Feeling the excitement building as we planned the 
first issue for next Spring-Sumer. 


After: 


One of the great things that came out of the ovular 
for me was support and solidarity. I feel I have a 

positive direction that I want to go with my photo- 
graphy and I feel a Lot of support from the rest of 


our gamly of ovukar photographers. I don't feel nearty 


45o uncertain as I used to. 


I've ideas for the future. Last summer I opened a 
photo gallery with the intention of exhibiting 

some of the fantastic work being done by women in 
this countrv and other countries. I am no longer 
involved with that space, but ideas of exhibiting 
women's work are progressing. I've begun to collect 
slides of work, the impetus springing from a need 

to feel the pulse of more women and as a way of ack- 
nowledging the import of the communications we've 
begun and continue to refine. 


After the Ovular, I quit my job at the studio. when 
T came back it was 40 boring and confining doing my 
boss's mediocre portraits...I now have a part-time 
job at a bookstore in the mornings. The nest of my 
time ib for my own free-Lance business. 
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Two major playwrighting awards for women playwrights 
of all countries are being offered by The Women's 
International Theatre Alliance. Scripts must be sub- 
mitted by January 15, 1981. For information send SASE 


to WITA Awards, 6205 Cromwell Dr., Washington DC 20016. 


HOW TO HELP YOUR CHILD HAVE A SPIRITUAL LIFE is a 
new book by Annette Hollander, MD, mother, psychia- 
trist and WomanSpirit subscriber. Order from A. &W. 
Publishers, 95 Madison Ave. NY 10016 for $13.70. 


Ten years of publishing women! 1970-1980: For a new 
comprehensive catalog write them at Box 334 Old West- 
bury, New York 11568. 


To document gift-giving as both art in everyday life 
and female bonding, Joanne Kerr is seeking slides of 
gifts made and given between women,and a statement of 
what it means to you as art and what it means about 
your relationship to the woman who received it. Send 
by October 1, 1980 to her at 2749 B St. San Diego, 
California 92102. 


Mother Nature Equinox Festival, September 19-21, 1980 
near LaCrosse, Wisconsin. Open to all positive paths 
of Wicca, Goddess worship, Shamanism, Neo-Paganism 
and other magickal spiritual ways of Nature. Free 
brochure and registration form from CIRCLE, Box 9013 
Madison, Wisconsin, 53715. 


NEWMOON CALENDAR for 13 moons, starting October 31st 
"Everything a women's revolutionary reggae band needs 
to know for goodance." Send $7 more or less to Ceres, 


Inc. 78 Masonic St., Northampton, Massachusetts 01060. 
1981 Women's Self-Breast-Examination Poster Calendar.. 


Twelve black and white beautiful photos of all types 


of breasts. Nurturing instructions. Helpful reminders. 


$5 pp. from P.0. Box 6374, Albany, California 94706. 
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Keep Your 2ye Ori “Woman Spirit 
_.. More to come pagers, 


Four gor #8 
Outside U.S. #9 


Have you heard? 


“Woman Spirit gets better all the time 
Order your own herd of 24 gor &50 


The Craftswomen's Catalogue is a cooperative venture 
of women artists who can provide rare and unique art 
and crafts through the mails. A copy is $1.50 ppd 
from 2528 Milvia, Berkeley, California 94704. 


The Fellowship of Isis offers membership to all, of 
every religion, tradition and race, as a means of 
promoting a closer communion between the Goddess and 
each member. There is no fee. Information from Cesera 
Publications, Huntington Castle, Clonegal, Enniscorthy, 
Eire. 


SIRIUS BOOKS is collecting incantations, chants and 
affirmations by womyn. Incantations for specific pur- 
poses are particularly requested: finding a home, be- 
ing lost, painless separation, stage fright, etc... 
Payment in copies of the book. Send yours with SASE 
to Sirius Books, Box 1027, Brooklyn, New York 11202. 


THE LUNATICS CALENDAR 1981, a lunar calendar filled 
with women's graphics, moon and goddess lore, impor- 
tant dates and information on wimmin's spirituality 
available November 1, 1980 for $6.50 to Saiyda Stone 
6140 Chinquapin Parkway, Baltimore, Maryland 21239. 


Astrological study of Lesbian birth information by 
Starwoman (Lynne Burmyn) now has initial results of 
the study available. Send SASE to her at 1422 West 
Lake Street, #309, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55408. 


Wood and Water, a British feminist publication (not 
separatist) about the sacred springs of the British 
Isles can be ordered from 38 Exmouth Street, Swindon, 
Wiltshire, SN1 3PU, England. 


Seeking illustrator of Northwest Indian background to 
do children's book of “How Great Grandmother's Song 
Saved the World." Write Chris Carol at WomanSpirit. 


Rainwoman sd 
——— Rainbow Birds 


Far away and long ago, the jungle grew lush and green at the foot of the mountains that 
touched the clouds. Among the trees and vines lived fierce lizards and bright green frogs and 
shy brown-furred beasts. Huge snakes coiled about the branches and insects buzzed among the 
jungle blossoms. High in the trees lived the rainbow birds. Their feathers were of many bright 
colors, greens and blues, purples, reds, yellows. They had beautiful voices, and throughout 
the long days the jungle was filled with their calls and songs. 


High above the jungle, where the tallest mountains touched the clouds, the Sun and the Moon 
dwelt in the Skyworld. With them dwelt some of the children of the Sun and the Moon and some 
of the children of the Earth and the Sun. Among these were the Winds of the four directions, 
and the Thunderbeings, and their young sister, Rainwoman. 


Rainwoman was the daughter of the Sun and the Moon, and had lived all her life in the Sky- 
world. Though she often sent her aunt, the Earth, gifts of rain, she had never as yet been to 
visit her. So one day, as the Winds blew gently on the clouds after a storm, Rainwoman threw 
on her sky-blue cloak and ran lightly down one of the mountains that reached Skyworld, down 
into the warm green jungle below. 


As she wandered among the blossoming trees and the vines heavy with fruit, the animals of 
the jungle watched her with wonder. She was beautiful to behold in her gown of colored light, 
with her hair bright as sunlight and lightning. Some of the shyer beasts hid from her radiance, 
but the rainbow birds watched her from the high treetops and sang to her with their beautiful 
voices. Rainwoman had never heard such beautiful music. It filled her mind with many images 
as she walked through the jungle. And she grew sleepy with the heat and the sweet music, and 
lay down to dream among the flowers. 


Being a Goddess, she slept for days, then weeks, then months. And while she slept, there 
were no storms and no rain fell to nourish the jungle. High in the Skyworld, the Winds blew 
the scattered clouds about and the Thunderbeings rumbled occasionally. But they had not the 
power to make rain. So, slowly, the jungle began to dry and to wither. The animals who lived 
there grew alarmed, for food and water were becoming scarce. But in the glade where Rainwoman 
slept, the jungle, touched by her magic, stayed green. The rainbow birds gathered there and 
sang to Rainwoman, trying to wake her. But still she slept on, dreaming of the lush jungle 
and the beautiful songs of the rainbow birds. 


And the rainbow birds grew hoarse and their voices became loud and raucous. Their harsh 
cries awoke Rainwoman. She looked at the jungle withering about her and realized she had slept 
far too long. Gathering her staff and thunder-axe, she ran out of the jungle and up the tall 
mountain to the Skyworld. 


The Winds and Thunderbeings were glad to see her, for they had grown tired of play and rest. 
Rainwoman sent the Thunderbeings to gather water from the seas of the Far North and the Far 
South. The Winds helped her gather the clouds to make a huge black cauldron. The Thunderbeings 
filled it with water as Rainwoman stirred the brew with her staff. When it was ready, she hurled 
her thunder-axe, which shone like lightning, at the cauldron of rain. It broke with a crash, and 
the Thunder-beings rumbled and roared as rain fell upon Earth. 


When the storm cleared, the Sun warmed the Earth, and the jungle grew and blossomed again. 


The rainbow birds, who to this day have not recovered their beautiful voices, flew and screeched J * 
and called between the trees, glad to see their jungle flourishing once more. They gathered to- | 
gether their most beautiful feathers and wove them into a rainbow, they stretched it between the 

tallest mountains, a gift for Rainwoman. YA 


From that day, she was more careful about her chosen task, and frequently brewed rainstorms 
to keep the Earth green and blossoming. And at the end of her storms, she often hung her 
treasured rainbow from the clouds. ¢ 


Seagull] Mari, age 25 
Calpella, California 
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Could you consider an issue or articles on women’s 
spiritual power for non-violence, for peace work? * 
Since moving to Cheyenne, living only a 20 minute 
walk away from nuclear warheads, the insanity of the 
patriarchy's war machine has sttrred me to action, 
Many of us are numb with fear before the threat of 
nuclear holocaust. Let us not give it that power over 
us! Could we tell each other of the daily acts of re- 
sistance that keep us hopeful and sane? Articles on 
living non-violently, civil disobedience, personal 
ways of resisting. peace and justice work expertences 
--these are all the deepest spiritual issues for me, 
for they reveal our most intimate and universal inter- 
connections with the divine liberating life in each 
other, in all the world. 

Paula Hirschboek, 0.P. 
Cheyenne, Wyoming 


Another article in the Summer WomanSpirit was amaz-. 


-ing for its timeliness and relevance -- the one on 


stones...i had a dream about making a "stones throw" 
blanket (oh, those dream puns!) and haying a collect- 
jon of semiprecious stones, seeds and shells and bones 
that i used for divination...the pattern on the cloth 
(rich iridescent satin) is a circle, with the four di- 
rections superimposed by the astrological wheel and a 
spiral in the very center...sounds like a game for 
spiders of mystical inclination--spiderwomen, weavers 
of fates...(it also vaguely reminds me of the Glass 
Bead Game by Hesse.) There are correspondences for 
each stone--astrological, elemental--earth is a seed, 
mercury a striped agate, venus is a warm flesh pink 
roundrock, mars is a red bloodstone, jupiter is tur- 
quoise, etc. etc. and finally, the stones and their 
relationships tell the story in combination with where 
they fall on the cloth..Somehow this form of divina- 
tion is really attractive to me, satisfying something 
so old and unnameable in a very tactile, sensuous way.. 
prairie jackson 
houston, texas 


I would be very interested to hear of the work of 
spiritual feminists in the USA. Unfortunately, in 
Britain most feminist activity is within the frame- 
work of a socialist political party to which the 
women concerned happen to belong. Since the parties 
are run by men, you can imagine the difficulties and 
constraints under which these women must operate. The 
organization with which I am most closely aligned is 
LUX MADRIANA, 40 St. John St., Oxford. This is the 
only spiritual feminist organization, as far as they 
know, which is based on teachings of an oral tradi- 
tion handed down for a million years or so -- in 
fact, since time began. They are a religious organi- 
zation of the Madrian Faith--the oldest religion. 
They sell beautiful Madrian jewelry and publish many 
things, including a quarterly magazine called "The 
Coming Age." Another organization, the leadership: 
of which are members of Lux Madriana, is the fellow- 
ship of Isis. This is an unothodox modern cult 
which has no traditional roots but is based, I think, 
on the cults practiced in Ancient Rome. There are 
other minor organizations, like the Order of Diana, 
but I am afraid I know little about them. 

Bozenna Fedder 
Nottingham, England 
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I've wondered if volcanoes erupt in cycles, The 
earthquakes in California, too, suggest the earth 7s 
getting restless. One old Indian is alleged to have 
contended that it is The Coyote's warning to our species 
that we'd better change our ways. A friend thinks the 
eruptions are wonderful because they remind us how in- 
significant we are, and how much more powerful Mother 
Nature is, and how she can be abused but never tamed, 

Beverly Miller 
Boise, Idaho 
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I used to skip over much of the spiritual material 
in WomanSpirit and read only the "factual" (?) arti- 
cles--these I thought were wonderful. I'd rejected 
religion and later Jungian psychology and Jung's 
approach to wholeness as very misogynistic. Had been 
feeling out of touch with wimmin so I immersed myself 
in WomanSpirit magazines for about a week. A week's 
crash course in the Goddess has been most helpful to 
me. She-Us is so healing. He-Them so destructive! 

In Spring Equinox issue #19 I was most interest- 
ed in the article "To Be Honest." It sent me looking 
through old poems I'd written and I found this one 
dated April 1966: 


On Truth 


I must lie! 
My Truth alienates. 


Without lies, 
That branch of life 
To which I cling 


Would become 
A hanging tree! 


To mine own self 
Be True 
True 


To all others 
I must lie 


My Truth alienates. 


Though I still feel somewhat that way, through the 
women's movement, etc. I've found that My Truth 
doesn't alienate everyone. In fact, the people to whom 
one can be truthful make all the difference between 
hope and despair. 

Thanks for being there, 
Helen Johnson Age 47 
St. Paul, Minnesota 


A recent letter from America implies that you have 
mentioned our magazine The Coming Age in an edition 
of WomanSpirit. Thank you for this. Our correspon- 
dent also suggests that you have associated us with 
the worship of the Christian minor deity Mary. We 
would therefore also like to take this opportunity 
to inform you that we do not have, and never have 
had, any connection with the Christian church, or 
with any other patriarchal religious cult or organi- 
zation. 

Lux Madriana and The Coming Age are the servants 
of God, and of Her most Holy Ekklesia, and of the 
holy nation of the Novarhennya, and of all the matri- 
archal peoples of the islands of Britain. We own no 
other mistress, nor publish any word that contradicts 
the word of Scripture: "One God alone, none other 
God than She." 

May She be with you, 
The Lady Alethea Fiamoura ¢ 
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